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CHAPTEE L 



Sir Rowland. — See, h«re, this band of maidens passing 

fair, 
Who ring the air with silverj laughter. 
Thb Courtier's DAuauTER. 

There's a dim religion in girlhood's love. 

JOHV PUROQAS, B.A. 

Lena and Lucy Graham are on their way to 
the Warren, and eyidently engaged in an in* 
teresting conversation. 

VOL. II. B 
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Both the pretty faces wear an indignant 
expression, especially the younger sister's. 

*' I don't believe there is a single word of 
truth in what she said ; do you, Lena ?" 

** Indeed I do not, Lucy — at least, with re- 
spect to Walter. Of Lord Elverland we know 
next to nothing, and therefore — " 

" A farrago of scandalous inventions, depend 
on it 1" interrupted Lucy, whose cheek was 
bright crimson. *^ Walter would never have 
made a friend of such a man as Mrs. Wiley 
describes Lord Elverland to be." 

A short silence ensued. 

^^ Can she have had any foundation for what 
she said about Miss Shirley and Noel Vernon 
I wonder, Lena ?" 

<< So many people talk of it as a decided 
* case,^ " replied Lena, " that I suppose, we 
may, for once, give Mrs. Wiley credit for 
having some foundation to build upon. You 
knoW| Lucy, I myself remarked to you, at the 
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Warren, the other night, on Miss Shirley's 
evident empressement — " 

*^ All very well, Lena, to talk of Miss Shir- 
ley's evident empressement with regard to Mr. 
Vemon, but no one can say it was mutual.^' 

'*I am sure, Lucy, he appears to admire 
Frederica quite as much as she does him." 

" Admire her ! — of course he does ; who 
can help it ? But admiration does not neces- 
sarily imply that matrimony will follow, or that 
it was ever intended to follow. Besides, we 
all know who has Noel Vernon's heart." 

Lena Graham elevated her eye -brows. 

" You don't mean to say, Lena," continued 
Lacy, " that you still have any doubt about 
that matter ?" 

" Tes, but I do, dear. I know to what you 
allude ; but you always seem to overlook the 
fact of Noel and Clare being cousins." 

" What, in the name of Monsieur Cupidon^ 
has that to do with it ? Oh I wise sister Lena ! 
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Pray, what relationship exists between you 
and a certain Mr. Donald Grey ?" 

^^ He is my cousin," returned Miss Grahanii 
smiling and blushing. 

^^ Exactly ; and yet^ you hope soon to be 
Mistress Donald Grey, I suppose ? Oh ! clever 
sister mine I" 

Lena did not attempt to deny ^^the soft 
impeachment." 

" Very good," continued Lucy ; " then why 
will you reject the possibility of Clare Wil- 
mington ever becoming the Honorable Mrs. 
Noel Vernon ? Papa and mama, I know^ hold 
the same opinion with myself. In fetot, any 
one may see that Noel and Clare have but one 
heart between them." 

<< One causing hearty no doubt^" replied Miss 
Graham. 

^^Lena!" exdaimed Luoy^ impatiently, 
^^ you really make me quite cross with your 
obstinacy and your ^ cousinly heart !' But 
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there is no use in arguing with you now. You 
are growing as Seotdi and impractieable as 
Donald himself P' 

^* Poor, dear Donald I" said Lena, laughing ; 
'^ the idea of him being impracticable ! But 
here we are at the Warren." 



^^ S0| you are come at last,'' said Clare Wil- 
mingtoui as Lena and Lucy Graham entered 
the drawing-room, ''we have been 
looking for your arrival for the last half- 
hour." 

'' That tiresome Mrs. Wiley came in and de- 
tained us," replied Lena, ''wh three courses 
of gossip, or we should have been to our 
time." 

" Well, neyer mind, dear," said Clare, " it 
has only just struck three, so we have the 
whole afternoon and evening before us." 
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" At what time do you expect Lord Avon- 
mere ?" asked Lucy. 

" He does not come until to-morrow, in con- 
sequence of some particular business which 
takes him to Town to-day ; so papa and mama 
and the boys are gone over to Limehurst, to 
spend the day with Dr. and Mrs, Kendall." 

^^And, consequently, you see/' added Ger- 
trude Vernon, " we four old maids have the 
house to ourselves." 

" How nice !" exclaimed Lucy, putting her 
arm round Clare's waist, ^^ what heaps of musie 
and chat we will have !" 

'^ You had better come and take oflf your 
bonnets now," said Clare, "for we shall dine 
in another hour, and afterwards, we will have 
a ramble by the river. Albert discovered some 
water-lilies yesterday, still in bloom, in a little 
sheltered creek, and I want to get one to 
copy." 

" For what romantic reason do you think?" 
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asked Gertrade^ laughing, as she and Lena 
Graham led the way np-stairs. 

^* Hush ! Gertie, you stupid child !'' cried 
Clare, with a blush that Lucy instantly per- 
ceiTed, ^^ don^t be nonsensical.'' 

^^ ISTonsensical ! No nonsense at alL Listen, 
Lena, and judge for yourself. But wait until 
we reach the Lady Glare's chamber — ^then, 
for the legend of the Maiden and the Water- 
Lily I" 

'^ Gertrude !" said Clare, in a half-beseech- 
ing, half-laughing tone. 

*^ Peace ! Clare de Wilmington," exclaimed 
Gertrude, assuming a Norma air and attitude 
of inspiration, ^^ the spirit of improvisation is 
upon me. List ye to the tale of the Maiden 
and the Water-Lily I" 

^^ Do not be so absurd, Gertie," said Clare, 
crimsoning deeper and deeper; ^^Lucy and 
Lena don't wish to hear your — " 

^'Tes, but they do," persisted the young 
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impramatrice^ ^^ and the Muse will not diaap- 
point them. AscoUate, siffnarine /" 

^ The ton was onking red into the heaying 
boiom of the Weatevn wave — the HeaTens 
hung tapestries of crimson dondlets, flecked 
with gold, o'er his watery bed — ^the star of eye 
listened abore him— and calm as in&nt- 
riamber was the radiant faoe of nature I" 

'^ Braya ! brava !'' cried Lucyi daj^ing her 
hands. 

^< Upon the emerald margent of a silyery 
riynlet, which mnrmured forth a sleepy 
lullaby, stand a dark-eyed yoath, and a 
Maiden, whose golden ringlets mock the sun- 
ray's hue I Hand clasped in hand, they stand, 
gazing into the murmnring river. But, see ! 
the Maiden's lambent eyes glance towards yon 
drooping willows^ whose greeny tresses sway 
with the passing waters I Beneath those 
waving wreaths, pale, virgin-lilies float amid 
their broad, smooth leaves ! Like cups of 
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orient pearl, hiding rich golden treasure, float 
the lady-lilies ! Arrowlike, with light, swift 
loot, the Maiden flieth towards them with a 
gleesome laugh — ^her slight form bends above 
the lilies. With one white hand she clasps 
a slender willow«wreath — ^the other grasps a 
snowy daughter of the riyer's Flower-Queen — 
Hark I what sound is that? The Maiden 
struggles with the enamoured waters— on one 
dear name she calls — ^that name is — '^ 

"Hush! husht you silly child I" cried 
Clare Wilmington, darting forward, and plac- 
ing her fingers on her cousin's lips, ^^ Lena — 
Lucy— do not listen to her, pray V^ 

^^ That name,'' cried Gertrude, laughing, as 
she broke away from poor, blushing Clare, 
" was — Noel I — and— " 

**Tes," resumed the Impromatrice^ "and 
— ^to bring about the ddnotUment at once — ^the 
dark-eyed youth^ of course, immediately 
plunged in and rescued the Maiden of th& 
golden ringlets from a watery grave I" 
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" Could it be otherwise ?" said Lucy, archly ; 
^^but, don't blush so, dear Clare. We all 
know that Mr. JSToel Yemon is (ynly your 
Cousin P^ 

As Lucy spoke, she looked meaningly at her 
sister. 

Lena's opinion, as to the nature of the at- 
tachment between Clare and Noel, changed 
amazingly from that hour. 

Clare's sweet face wore an expression of 
unwonted gravity, and a shade of annoyance 
and displeasure passed over it, as she stood 
with down-bent eyelids. 

Lonu Graham, in part, comprehended her 
ft ioiurti foeliugs, and casting a reproving glance 
tit Oortrude and Lucy, she began to speak to 
rhiro on some indifferent subject 



** Well, Lena, what say you now to the 

i\.'^siMilji aU;»ehmt»l ?* 
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^^ I thinkr with you, Lnoy. But how could 
you join with Gertrude Vernon in — '^ 

^^Yes, dear, I understand. It was yery 
foolish and thoughtless of me. Darling Clare ! 
I would not have hurt her feelings for 
worlds ! But here they come, ready for our 
walk." 



It was a glorious evening when Clare and 
Lena, Gertrude and Lucy, linked in ^^ loving 
couplets," found themselves strolling along the 
banks of one of the prettiest, most meander- 
ing, most coquettish little rivers in Kent. 
Clare Wilmington could not quite shake off a 
certain feeling of consciousness^ which had taken 
possession of her young heart, ever since Ger- 
trude's playful attack before dinner. 

The true nature of her sentiments for her 
Cousin Noel seemed suddenly revealed to her, 
and the knowledge oppressed her. 



12 THST ABB ONLY C0U8IK8 ! 

She well knew her other's opinions, and, so, 
her mind was ill at ease. 

Clare can no longer deoeiye herself. 

She I0V&8 Noel Yemon. 

With kindly interest she Ustens to Lena 
Graham's aoooont of Donald Qrey^s last letter, 
and earnestly rejoices with her, on learning the 
prospect of their speedy union ; but an unusual 
thoughtfulness weighs down the buoyancy of 
her spirit. 

She is more of the woman, less of the girl, 
than when she arose that morning. 

NoePs two letters, received since he went 
into Suffolk, known as they are by heart, now 
seem full of meaning which she dreamt not of 
before. 

Can this change — this sudden enlighten- 
ment — ^this thoughtfulness— have been wrought 
Qertrude's mock-heroio legend of ^^the 
and the Water-Lily ?" 
things are ! 

are the willows ; and there are the 
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lilies ; and here is the golden-haired maiden — 
but where is the dark-ejed youth ?" 

Thus exclaimed Gertrude Yemon, pointing 
with her parasol, and smiling archly at 
Clare. 

At this moment, a huge, Newfoundland dog 
rushed out before our fair qtcarteitej closely 
followed by a " dark-eyed youth," (but it was 
not Noel Yemon) accompanied by another 
gentleman, in clerical-looking #rtume, whose 
eyes were of no particular colour whatever, 

" Can it be — yes — it is Lord Leyboume,'^ 
exclaimed Lena Graham, eagerly adyancing 
and holding out her hand, ^^ how delighted I 
am to see you again !" 

'* Miss Graham — Lena — may I call you 
Lena, as of old? This is indeed an unex- 
pected pleasure to meet you so soon after my 
return ; although, I assure you, I should have 
found my way to the dear liittle Eectory, by 
breakfast-time to-morrow morning. And is 
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this, Lucy — ^Qaeen !Mab/ as I used to call 
her ? Why, how you are grown !" 

" Yes, Walter— ehem ! my forrf— it is 
Lucy." 

^' ^y lord ! Nonsense, ^ Queen Mab/ I hope 
I shall always be Walter to you and Lena at 
all events." 

Lucy Graham's &ce wore the brightest, 
happiest smile in the world, as, for an instant, 
she looked ^ at the tall, stately, young 
Viscount, who stood, holding a hand of either 
of his former playmates in his, but with his 
handsome eyes fixed in astonished admiration 
on the glowing cheek, delicate profile, and 
dark brown hair of ^ Queen Mab.' 

Lena then introduced Lord Leyboume to 
Clare Wilmington, (who was but a child when 
he left for the tour of Europe,) and Gertrude 
Vernon ; and, in return, the Viscount's gaunt, 
and somewhat ungainly companion was pre- 
sented to the four demoiselles as the honorable 



^ 
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Cyprian Churchill, in whom the Grahams im- 
mediately recognized the much-talked- of af- 
fianced of the Lady Jane Fitz- Walter. 
Affectionate enquiries were made by Lord 
Leyboume after Mr. and Mrs. Graham-— the 
little Dutch garden, which he had himself 
planned for Lena — the turtle-doves he had 
given to Lucy, &c.' Nor was old Peter Giles, 
the gardener, or Hannah Smith, the good- 
natured dairy- woman, forgotten. 

" Those were happy days," said Lord Ley- 
boume, ^* when Hugh and I were with you at 
the Bectory, Lena ! Do you remember the 
day when Hugh locked up old Peter in the 
tool-house, &o." 

Then Lena, in her turn, called up some 
merry reminiscence, and Lucy added something 
more ; and so, one thing led to another, until 
the three ci-devant playmates almost forgot 
that their party consisted of others than them- 
selves. 
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'^ I fear Miss. Wilmington — Miss Yemon/' 
said Lord Leyboumei ^^ you will yote me de- 
cidedly a bore for thus monopolizing your 
friendSi but I trust my long absence from 
Calyerley will plead my excuse ?' 

'^ No apology is necessary, my lord/' 
answered Clare, who already felt as if the 
Viscount were an old acquaintance, from a 
real, or fancied, resemblance she had found in 
him to Noel .Yemen, ^^ if I am away from 
Lena and Lucy, only for a week, I always 
have Tolumes to tell them." 

Mr. Churchill now joined Clare and Ger- 
trude, and immediately started the subject of 
Ecclesiastical Architecture, (through which 
medium, by-the-way, he had first gained the 
ear of Lady Jane Fitz- Walter) whilst Ley- 
bourne and the Miss Grahams went on in 
front 

^^And what has become of that demure 
Scotch cousin of yours, Lena — ^Kennetii — 




THBT IRC OKLT COUSIKS I l7 

Duncan — ^what was his name ? Hugh and I 
used to call him the ^ Laird of Glen-Ddefiil/ 
you remember whom I mean ?'' 

Lena was silent. 

'^I suppose you are speaking of Donald 
Grey," said Lucy, coming to her sister's 
rescue. 

'^ Aye, Donald Grey — ^that's the man. Do 
you ever see his quiet laird-ship now ?" 

'^ He spent six weeks with us in the Spring/' 
replied Lucy, trying to catch Lord Leyboume's 
eye, so as to put him on his guard as to what 
he might say next. But it was of no use. 

^^ Was he as dull and doleful as oyer, Lucy % 
I recollect you and Lena used to say he gave 
you the vapours." 

<^ Donald is very much altered," returned 
Lucy, *^ since, by his economy, and successful 
working of a mine on his estate, he has been 
able to pay off all his poor father's debts, and 
save his name from being too roughly handled 
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by the world. Donald's conduct cannot be too 
highly spoken of — ^good, noble Donald I" 

Lucy spoke these last few words so enthusi- 
asticallyi that Lord Leyboume turned a sur« 
prised, and not altogether well-pleased glance 
upon her. 

An unembarrassed smile met his gaze, how- 
eyeri which was instantly reflected in his own 
bright &ce. 

'* Positively, ^ Queen Mab,' I began to think 
you had given your heart to Cousin Donald ; 
yoa spoke of him witii such empressemenV^ 

^^NOy" rejoined Lucy, shaking her head, 
and laying her hand on her sister's^ ^^but 
here is the fortunate girl who is to be Donald 
Grey's wife !" 

^^ Lena !'' exclaimed Leyboume, colouring, 
'' ia it possible?' 

Lena bowed her head, with a grave, but 
kind smile. She knew her childhood's friend 
too well to ftel annoyed at what he had 
said. 
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But, not BO the warm-hearted young 
Viscount, who immediately began to acouse 
himself of being the stupidest, the most un- 
lucky ^ight on earth. 

^^I am always making some unfortunate 
blunder of this sort; but, pray, forgive me, 
dear Lena, for these idle words. I haye no 
doubt in the world that Donald Grey is one of 
the most excellent fellows imaginable. What 
a blockhead I must have been, not at once to 
have seen — " 

" What ?" put in Lucy, laughing. 

<< Why, that Lena was engaged to Donald 
Grey." 

" I don't see that," returned Lucy, " inas- 
much as no one but the Wilmingtons and our- 
selves, I believe, were aware of the engage- 
ment" 

" But I ouffhf to have been aware of it !" 

" How ?" asked Lucy, archly. 

*^By intuition, * Queen Mab;' or — but 
really I cannot forgive myself." 
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^^ But I will|" said Lena, smiling. 

'^ Just the same gentle, sweet creatore you 
ever were/' ezolaimed Leyboumei shaking 
Lena warmly by the hand. 

^^And you, Walter, are evidently as im- 
petuous and — but I wont flatter you." 

<< DonH, Lena ; or I shall become as tyranni- 
cal as I used to be in ^auld lang syne.' Do 
you recollect, Lucy, how I so constantly got 
you into scrapes with Miss Moore, by insisting 
on your playing to me, when you ought to 
haye been at your French or Italian exercises ? 
And so, Lena, you are going to be married to 
Donald Grey — when is the wedding to come 
off?" 

'' Next Spring, if all be well." 

^^ Don't marry in May; it's an unlucky 

month — remember Lady Jane Grey and the 

other ill-fated ladies Miss Moore used to be so 

trong upon. And Donald's father was in 

debt, was he?" 
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**Tes/' answered Lucy, feelingly, ^' and it 
was the knowledge of that, though Lena and I 
knew nothing of it at the time, which made 
dear Donald so melancholy, when he came to 
stay with us at the Bectory.'' 

" Poor fellow ! Well, in spite of all my 
absurd quizzing, (for which I richly deserve the 
thumb-screw) I always admired and respected 

Donald Grey ; and now " 

^' Churchill will be in the river, to a dead cer- 
tainty !" exclaimed Lord Leyboume, suddenly 
breaking off from what he was about to add. 

The Honorable Cyprian was clumsily trying 
to assist Gertrude and Clare, in drawing a lUy 
to the bank with his walking-stick, discoursing 
measuredly, the while, on the difference be- 
tween the lotm nymphcea and the htm of 
ancient Egyptian worship* 

" Let me assist you. Miss Wilmington," said 
Lord Leyboume, ^^I flatter myself I shall 
prove a more successful fisherman than my 
friend, Churchill." 
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And soon Clare held in her hand three of 
the snowy water-flowers. 

The fair girPs cheek wore a rosier hue as 
she took them. 

Was she thinking of Gertrude's legend ? 

Lena and Lucy Graham were. 

The young Improvisatrice smiled mischiev- 
ously. 

**We walked this way in expectation of 
meeting Jane and Alicia,'^ said Lord Leyboume, 
** have you seen anything of them, Lena? 
They started on a botanizing ramble shortly 
before Mr. Churchill and I arrived at the 
Castle." 

" Surely I see a lady's parasol in the alder- 
copse yonder !" observed the Hon. Cyprian, 
with subdued eagerness. 

*^ Eight," rejoined the Viscount, *^ there are 
Jane and Alicia — and Hugh and Bichard with 
them, fishing-rods and all." 

Lord Leyboume's arrival at Calverley had 
had not been looked for until the* following 
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day; so^ unexpected and happy was the 
meeting of the brothers and sisters on the 
river^s bank. 

Over the rencontre between Mr. Cyprian 
Churchill and the Lady Jane Fitz- Walter we 
draw a rosy veil ! 
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CHAPTEB n. 



Hereutio — 0, theo, I fee, Qaeen Mab hatb been witb you 

Romeo and JtUiet. 
Iti Guard — Wbat work is here t 

Antony and Cleopatra* 
CaptUet — '■ Find tboee persons out, 

Wbose names are written tbere, and to them 

say, 
Mj house and welcome on tbeir pleasure staj. 

Romeo and Juliet* 



Major Dionysius Wiley was, without doubt, 
feeling most uncomfortably dyspeptic, when 
Sophia, his wife, set forth on her ^^ lahour of 
loveP 
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It was two o'clock before he made his 
appearance down stairs, not having as yet 
broken his fast. 

The very idea of tea, coffee, cocoa, toast, and 
eggs, had been unbearable to him, when his 
gentle helpmate had offered to send him up his 
matin-meal at half-past nine. 

How he had longed for a bottle of * Schwep- 
pes,' but did not dare say so, lest Sophia should 
be ** down upon him," and put her veto upon 
agricultural dinners yet in the womb of the 
future. 

There was a cold roast-fowl in the house, he 
knew very well. A * devilled-leg ' was an ex- 
cellent thing to give tone to the stomach, and 
coax an appetite after a too plentiful imbibition 
of country -hotel port. 

Dionysius hinted as much to Sophy as she 
was putting the last finishing-strokes to her 
toileUe. 

" Surely you are not sober yet, Major ?" 

Such were the few words, uttered in a tone 

VOL. II. c 



26 XHIT ABB Oin.T 00U8IN8 f 

of relentless calmness, mingled with surprise, 
which put a stopper on all hope of a ' deyilled- 
legF 

Dion J sins had tumed| and tumbled, and 
fidgeted, on his uneasy couch for full two 
hours, when Mrs. Wiley again made her 
appearance in the sleeping-apartment. 

As she opened the door, the Major caught a 
savory aroma ascending from below, and certain 
hissing and sputtering sounds, such as he 
fancied might accompany the preparation of a 
* devilled-leg.' 

Sophia was evidently intending a pleasant 
surprise. 

^^ When are you going to get up. Major ? 
Betsey wants to make the bed. I can tell you 
what, we shall lose her next, if she's put out of 
her way by your scandalous, sluggish habits. 
Please to remember. Major Wiley, Betsey has 
now the greater part of the cooking as well 
as her own work to attend to ; for Sally Cobb— 
the ' Help' I have procured, until such time as 
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I am suited with another oook — scarcely knows 
8 leg-of-mutton from a round-of-beef. What 
are we to do, I say, Major Wiley, if, as the 
fruits of your intemperance and slug-a-bed 
habits, Betsey Cox should give me warning ? 
Her quarter is up on Wednesday, and I am 
fully prepared to hear, when I pay her 
her wages, that she wants to better herself! 
A pretty piece of business it '11 be to find 
ourselves on Thursday morning with no one, 
but this old idiot, Sally Cobb, and Scoonesbury, 
as our sole domestics I" 

"Then, why, Sophia — which I'm sure I 
thought you would haye done — and there has 
been an ocean of time for it — immediately that 
other harridan left the house — how you ever 
permitted her to enter it, I can't imagine — a 
curry ! she'd no more — upon my reputation as 
a soldier — ^notion of it — the disgusting messes 
she sent to table — than a horse — don't you 
look out for another cook ?" 

" Cooks don't grow on the hedges, like black- 
c 3 
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berries, Major WUey," returned Sophia, with 
savage saroasm* 

The exertion of speaking made the poor 
Major^s head ache and throb so splittingly, 
that he eould not venture on another remark, 
but turned over, with his yellow hce towards 
the wall. 

Mrs. Wiley proceeded to don her best boimet 
and shawl. Five minutes elapsed, at the ter- 
mination of which, the odours and hissings 
from the kitchen became still more apparent 
to the Major's olfactory and aural senses. 

Again did the vision of a ^ devilled-leg ' 
present itself to his sickly imagination. 

" Sophia — although I never interfere in such 
matters, which naturally fall to the share of 
the lady of an establishment — and, indeed, I 
made a point in India, of never enquiring what 
was ordered — ^yet I cannot now help asking — 
I have my little surmises on the subject — ^very 
probably I may be wrong — what is being 
cooked in the kitchen at present ?'' 



X 
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" The cold roast-fowl is as we left it the other 
day, Major — ^ontondied/' replied Mrs. Wiley, 
with a rathless smile at herself in the looking- 
glass, as she arranged the bows of her bonnet- 
strings, '^ that, with soup, potatoes, and hasty- 
pudding, will form onr dinner for to-day.'' 

The Major groaned to himself^ 

" But what do I — " he began. 

^^ You hear and smell the onions fiying for 
muUigatawney, Major Wiley," interrupted 
our sharp Sophia. ^' I am now going out to 
make some calls," she continued, '^ and shall 
not be home for three or four hours. Qet up, 
lifajor, immediately I" 

Then she seized her gloyes and parasol, and 
dashed out of the room, slamming the door 
after her. 

Ah I the poor Major's throbbing head I 

Soon after, the grating of carriage-wheels is 
heard. Sophia has departed, but Dionysius 
still presses his pillow. 

Gloomy apd bilious reflections, at last, gave 
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way to sleep. The Major, once moie| ^^ wanders 
in dreams/' beneath a tropical sun ; once more 
he lords it over ^kitmntgars/ ^eooUeSi' ^ dobies/ 
ethoe genus omne; once more the punkah' 
cools his fevered form^ and the ^ hookah-bedar ' 
presents the fragrant ^ hookah ' to his lips ; 
when " 

^^One o'clock, sir, if ffou please,'' in the 
accents of the ever-ciyil Betsey Cox, dispels 
the oriental illusion. 

The Major starts up, presses his fingers on 
his temples, his muzzy brain still in a state of 
dire confusion. 

Tap ! tap I tap ! tap ! tap ! 

«Eh— what— eh?" 

^^ One o'dook, sir, and here's your shayii^'- 
water." 

" Ah, very good, very good, Betsey." 

There was a semi-injured tone in the house- 
maid's voice, which touched the better feelings 
of the Major, for pretty Betsey was a favorite 
of his* 
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A bold plunge, and he was out of bed. 

The dormitoiy certainly had an inclination to 
turn round. Dionysius had reminiscences of 
the Bay of Biscay. 

We will now, however, leave him undis- 
turbed, to perform the mysteries of the toilet, 
which took him a fiill hour. 

The German clock on the landing had struck 
two before our Major found himself in his 
small dining-room, which was also called, 
by Mrs. Wiley, when talking of the Bose- 
Bower menage^ the ^^ breakfast-parlour," and the 
" study." 

The bell-rope is jerked snappishly. 

A pause. 

Tingle-tingle-tingle-tingle-tingle I 

Thumpity-thump — ^thumpity-thump — thum- 
pity-thump comes a heavy footstep along the 
passage. 

A struggle with the door-handle ensues. 

Then, enter, wiping her hands on a greasy, 
coarse, checked apron, an elderly dishevelled- 
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looking female, in ourl-papers, with one leg 
shorter than its fellow. 

" Who the dooce — such an object as I never 
beheld — and this is the description of indivi- 
dual — can it be possible, the only one she 
could meet with — ^whom Sophia could pick 
enough to turn a man's stomach to look 
sent for you, woman ?" 

'' You pulled the bell, didn't ye, Mister?" 

" Send Betsey Cox to me." 

*• Betsey Cox aint comin'. Mister ?" 

"And who, I beg leave to ask— not only 
disagreeable in appearance, slatternly in cos- 
tume — I can't imagine where Sophia found 
such a creature — ^but a perfect she-bear in 
manners — are you, woman ?" 

" My name be Sally Cobb, Mister — I be the 
Help." 

" Then go, Sally Cobb, and — let me never 
set eyes on you again, at your peril — an Indian 
^ sammie' is a Yenus to her — ^,pon my reputa- 
tion, as a — don't stand mopping and mowing 
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tii6re-~the objeet is actually grinning— -desire 
Betsey to come here, instanter P^ 

^^ She can't do two things at once, Mister, no 
more nor 'er betters." 

'^ Go !" cried the Major, with debilitated im- 
petuosity, as he flourished his stout little arms 
aloft 

The antiquated '^ Help'' hobbled away, and 
Betsey Cox appeared in her place. 

" Lor ! how badly you da look, sir !" said 
the kind-hearted housemaid. 

The Major, undoubtedly, was not looking his 
best. 

His naturally protruding eyes wore a leaden 
hue, and appeared unable to fix themselyes 
steadily on any object ; his plnffy countenance 
was as yellow as a buttercup ; and a crimson 
gash on his chin, to which he had applied a 
cobweb-film as a styptic, gave him a ghastly, 
not to say, almost a suicidal appearance. Diony- 
sius Wiley had made a memorandum that 
c 3 
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morning, viz.— -neyer to attempt to ahaye the 
day after an agricultural dinner I 

The MajorintendedgivingBetsey Cox a severe 
reprimand for suffering the '^ Help'' to answer 
the belly but the sympathising tone of voioe in 
which she uttered the words — " Lor ! how 
sadly you do look, sir V had quite softened his 
heart towards her. 

" Betsey !" 

" Yes, sir !" 

" I hope, Betsey, I have not — ^but, you see, I 
am not used to that sort of thing — my consti- 
tution is not what it was, Betsey Cox — ^hashed 
venison, however, never did quite agree with 
me — the liver is a particularly ticklish portion 
of the human system — you, of course, know 
little or nothing of anatomy, Betsey— but, upon 
my reputation ! they do go to such lengths in 
the way of education now-a-days — ragged 
urchins talking of opaque 8tibstances and trans- 
parent — put you to any great degree of inconve- 
nience ?" 




^ 
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^' Oh— about makin* the bed, sirl— Don^t 
fret about that. Sally an' me '11 soon put the 
room to rights." 

" Betsey I" 

"Yes, sir." 

"You have been trying your hand at — 
nothing like trying — Borne was not built 
in a day, Betsey Cox; as I dare say you 
are aware— practice makes perfect — ^it requires 
judgment in the seasoning — but, altogether, it 
is a by no means difficult dish—' mulliga- 
tawney.' " 

"Well, sir, missus set us a-goin', and so, 
Sally an' me's bin a-doin' our best." 

The Major did not much relish the thought 
of the " help's" interference in the concoction 
of his favorite soup, but he was beginning to 
feel a sinking of the inner man. 

"I should like to try — a breakfast-cupful 
will not be missed, Betsey — I might give you 
tome useful hints — something relishing, after 
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•uob an attack as mine — ^the stoxnaoh loathes, 
slops on such occasions — ^how 70a have suc- 
ceeded." 

The pitying Betsey saw through her mas- 
ter's meaning in half a second, and swiftly 
vanished. 

In about ten minutes she returned, bearing 
a little tray, containing a small basin, some 
nice, crisp toast, a spoon, salt-cellar, and 
cayenne-cruet. 

The Major thanked his ^^ neat-handed Phyl- 
lis," and proceeded to break his fast. 

He eagerly lifted the cover from the basin, 
from which a pleasing savour arose, and show- 
ered away with the cayenne. Off came the 
lid of the cruet into the soup, and with it a 
good quarter of an ounce of red pepper. But 
Dionysius had become quite a fire-eater in 
India, and began ladUng in the ^' mulligataw- 
ney." It was, indubitably, mightily pungent, 
and somewhat unique in flavour ; nevertheless, 
the Major made the best of it. 
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Suddenly, he fishes up something with his 
spoon. 

What is it? 

Nothing more nor less than a small' square 
of an old newspaper,, containing adyertise* 
ments. 

The Major does not at all like the appearance 
of his ^^ haul," and, with a strong misgiying, 
he again dashes at the bell-rope« 

Betsey appears, with a smiling counter 
nance. 

^^ I hope you found it to yer likin', sir ?" 
^^ Look at this Betsey Cox I" says the Major, 
introducing the square bit of paper to Miss 
Ciox's notice. 

^' Lor I sir— if it aint one of ole Sally's curl- 
papers I" 

The ^^ prophetic soul" of Dionysius had not 
deceived him. 

With a prophetic shudder, he waved the 
tray away, and Betsey conveyed it from the 
room in silence. 
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It was no fault of hers. She had not hired 
the "help." She didn^t wear enrl-papeis. 
Curls were not becoming to pretty Betsey Cox, 
and she was fully aware of the fact. The 
Major was most thoroughly miserable. 

The * Times' had not yet arrived. 

He took up "Pickwick," and "JackHinton," 
one after the other, but even their witcheries 
failed to charm " that lonely man." On a 
sudden, he bethought him of his little hand- 
hookah —perhaps a smoke would soothe his 
shaken nervous system — so, in quest of the 
said pipe he went, and found it ready to his 
hand, already charged with tobacco. 

He then, as usual, proceeded to the verandah, 
in front of the kitchen-window (smoking 
within the Bower, being strictly prohibited by 
<< the powers that be,") and procuring a Indfer 
from Betsey, ignited the contents of the 
* hookah,' and commenced his march up and 
down. The Major took two or three whiflGs 
and paused. 
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Surely his palate must be sadly out of order 
or the tobacco has acquired an amazingly 
peculiar flayour I 

Puff— puff— puflfl 

Certain tiny fire- works are springing from 
the bowl of the pipe. 

^^ Very singular !" thinks the Major. 

Puff—puff—puff—f— f_f ! 

Bang ! 

Dionysius Wiley staggers against the window- 
sill, and, for the space of three seconds, 
imagines that he has been shot. 

Betsey Cox and the hobbling ^ help ' rush 
out into the verandah, knowing not what to 
expect 

^^ Oh ! my good gracious !" exclaims the 
former, ^^s'pose as Missus 'as drove 'im to 
permit sooicide !" 

Her fears, however, were groundless. The 
Major was still a living, breathing Major, only, 
as they say in Ireland, " shuck intirely !" 

Useless would it be to attempt to depict the 
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ioene that followed the flfxptorion of the 
'hookah P 

Suaanna Mogg— the deposed oodk — waa 
endently at the bottom of the coDi9araoy----thi8 
aeoond Qunpowder Plot— for Betaey Cox quite 
well remembered) aeeing ''maater'a Su^iun 
pipe ^ in the hands of that rengefal &ir one, 
the very hour before she quitted the roof of 
Bose-Bower. 

The Major flared, and blustered, yowing 
that he would instantly proeeed against the 
said Susanna Mogg — ^intent to kill — ^bodily 
faarm-^malice prepense — and all the rest 
of it. 

In the midst of the uproar, a groom, in the 
Stalsfield-liyery, rode up to the baok-door of 
the Bower. Dionysius made a hasty retreat 
into the dining-room, alias breakfeuit-parlour, 
alias study ; whither he was now followed by 
Betsey, with a note in her hand. 

The note was a large one, sealed with the 
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Fitz- Walter orest| evidently containing a card, 
and directed to * Mrs. Wiley.' 

^^Did you say your mistress was out, 
Betsey ?' 

^^ Yes, sir ; and James 'as rode away." 

The housemaid blushed as she named the 
name of '^ James/' and incontinently vanished. 

Betsey Cox, of course, had her admirers. 
Why shouldn't she ? The Major twisted the 
aristocratio missive about, minutely inspected 
the seal, and longed to break it; but the 
superscription was that of ^ Mrs. Wiley,' and 
Bionysius well knew it must remain a dead- 
letter to him, until such time as his Sophy 
should return. 

The blowing-up of the ^ hookah,' and the 
unexpected arrival of the note, had^ however, 
roused our Major from his sad state of bilious 
despondency, and he now proceeded up stairs 
to beautify himself a little. 

In due time, Sophia, and Sooonesbury, and 
<( Yellinton' and the Shay," drove up to the 
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done, or said, something greatly to the 
latisfMtion of Lord Stalsfield on that occasion, 
or they wonld not have been thns honored. 
Sophia little dreamed that old Nanny Tucker, 
the rich farmere^Sj had also been bidjien to the 
festiyities, of perchance, she would not have 
been quite so elated. Now, Nanny Tucker, as 
she was invariably called, was a most highly* 
respectable, clever, honest, but by no means 
ladylike woman. Her farm was a perfect 
model, and she herself was a perfect model 
farmer. Every one in the neighbourhood 
r^arded the bustling Widow Tucker as an 
infallible oracle, where cattle, turnips, crops, 
&e., were concerned. Nanny's opinion had 
been worth gold to many a good yeoman ; and 
her acts of kindness and benevolence rendered 
her quite a popular character with members of 
all classes, who came in contact with her. 
Moreover, Nanny Tucker had half-a-dozen 
stalwart sons, all of them well to do farmers in 
the vicinity of Calverley and Limehurst. Now 
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tbdie ftalnrart sons had ^ votes/ and two out of 
the sixi it was whispered^ were more than a 
little inclined to yeer round from their Mher'a 
old Tory principles to those of the Whigs. 
The Stalsfield fsimilj were oat-andH>at Tones, 
and (as Lady Claudia Yandeleur informed our 
friend. Lady Shirley, when lunching at 
Oakstone Park), the Earl had set his heart 
upon his son, Lord Leyhoume standing for 
the County, at the approaching eleetioiL The 
influence of Nanny Tucker over her sons was 
quite proverbial. Hence, the iuyite sent to 
the Hill Farm, already hinted at^ fromCalTerlej 
Castle. 

This, en poisant; we shall hear more of 
Nanny Tucker shortly. 

^^ Without the shadow of a doubt, my dear 
Major," said Mr. Wiley, '' this card must be 
anawerad in the affirmatiTe P' 

« Certainly, Sophia.'' 

^ I will write directly after dinner, and send 
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Sooonesbttrj with the note," resumed the 
lady. 

" Exactly, Sophia," 

^^ Dear me I" exclaimed Mrs. Wiley, opening 
the door, for the purpose of going to the 
kitchin to see how Betsey and the ^^ help " had 
got on, ^^ what a smell of gun-powder ! Can 
it be — ^yes — ^gunpowder 1 What can it mean ?" 

Hien followed the Major's eventful history 
of the revengeful Susanna and the ^hookah,' 
told in his customary circumloeutive style. 

For a wonder, Sophia did not cut him 
short ; but, at the conclusion of the narrative, 
united with him, con-amore^ in vituperating 
the memory of the departed Cook. 

Nothing could be more exemplary than Mrs. 
Wiley's behaviour towards her husband, dur- 
ing the remainder of the day. 

Even, wlien she discovered, by some mys- 
terious sign or other, that Dionysius had 
already tasted the ^ muUigatawney,' she 
merely smiled, and amiably hoped he had en- 
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joyed it; then ordered a ^deyilled legP 
Alas I that Bueh sweet urbanity shonld meet 
with so treacherous a return ! 

That despicable little Major, though he took 
((ood care not to let another table-spoonful 
of the soup pass his a$m lips, suffered his 
confiding wife to fill her plate a second time, 
without so much as hinting at Sally CobVs 
curl-paper I 

Ah ! what a sex is the Major's ! 
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CHAPTEB III. 



If J when we haye a number of gaests assembled in our 
house on any social occasion, we pay exdusiye atten- 
tion to any one or two of them, leaving the others to 
shift for themselyes, either for refreshment or con- 
yersation, we are considered rather rude. The charac- 
ters which a writer brings upon the stage are surely 
his guests for the time to whom he is bound to show 
the same general courtesy which is expected from a 
host to those whom he has inyited. 

G. P. R Jakes — " Pbquinillo/' 



Cbosslbigh Fkiobt, the seat of the Marquis 
of Aynomere^ was no more like a Priory, 
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than is the National Gallerj in Trafalgar 
Square. 

In £aot, it was a large conntiy-mansion in 
the Palladian style, bnUt upon the site of an 
ancient religious house, but still retaining the 
name by which it had been known to ^^the 
monks of old." 

The woods around it were fine; and a 
famous trout-stream meandered through its 
pleasure-grounds. 

These woods and the said stream formed its 
only attractions, and one would think they 
were not sufficient to tempt its present posses- 
sor to thmk of making Crossleigh Priory his 
chief residence. 

It was a fresh, lovely, autumnal morning, 
and Lord Avonmere having finished his early 
breakfast, rang the bell and desired his Italian 
valet) Luigi, to see that his horse was brought 
roimd in ten minutes. He then walked slowly 
up stairs, and made his way to a cheerful- 
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looking room at the extreme end of a long 
corridor, which contained two inmatea — a 
dark-eyed, olive-complexioned, elderly woman, 
whose unusual style of dress bespoke her a 
fineigner, and a fair, j^e, delicate child, with 
large, blue eyes and flaxen hair. There was 
a marvellous resemblance between the 
Marquis and the child, as to feature and color- 
ing; but, whereas, the countenance of the 
man, was full of expression, (melancholy and 
subdued though that expression were,) the 
infEuit's countenance was yacancy itself. No 
smile ever cast a sunny ray upon that little 
brow, nor did a tiny show of anger ever o'er- 
eloud it. The most glittering toys were all 
unheeded — the large blue eyes looked upon 
tiiem as though they saw them not. The dif- 
ference between light and darkness seemed the 
only thing of which the child was sensible. 
When the sun shone full into his face, he 
would gaze up at it by the hour together ; but 

VOL. n. D 
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SO soon as twilight began to draw in, the white 
eyelids would droop, and a soft^ plaintive 
moan stole from the lips. 

"Beautiful exceedingly" would have been 
that baby-face, had there been but one gleam 
of soul in the large eyes. 

" How is he this morning, Beppa ?" asked 
the Marquis, in Italian, as he received the 
little creature from the arms of his nurse, ^^ has 
he taken any notice of the bird !" 

*^ Pretty Poll I pretty Poll! Poll loves 
Vinny !'' cried a brilUant-tinted parrot, which 
swung in its gilded cage on the window* 
seat. 

This was the last gift of the doting father 
to his little Yincenzo; one of the thousand 
bright things which he had brought for the 
child, in the hope of healing his almost hourly 
question — " has he taken notice ?" replied to 
in the affirmative. 

" He is well, eccelema^^^ answered Beppa,^ 
" but—" 
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She said no more, but shook her head 
sadly. 

Avonmere needed no other words. 

His lips moved tremulously, and he pressed 
the infant to his sad heart in silence. 

Then he carried his treasure to the window. 
and spoke to the parrot, which immediately 
began with its — " Poor Polly ! Poll loves 
Vinny !" 

The Marquis held the child nearer to the 
cage, and fixed his earnest eyes upon his face, 
to see if a ray of dawning reason might for 
an instant flit over it. Poor, young father ! 

Vincenzo was looking straight up at the 
glad morning-sun — vacantly — without the 
shadow of a smile. 

No change — no improvement — yet ! 

*' Thy Will be done !" murmured Avon- 
mere, as he pressed his lips passionately to 
that little marble face. 

Then he replaced the child in his nurse's 

arms, and slowly left the room, 
n 3 
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doKtiti in kis cnnt itailj*^ mits^g: lettiiw; 
nd Gotnile, Albcxt, »! 'UbQt we on 1ii» 
kwDy pfajing Z^ jprarc». 

Cine kneir not, and wradi aol} hom loirelgr 
file was lookiiig^ as slie bent otqt Imt paoafol 
cmplojiiieiit. 

Her lig^trbrown hair braided with daasio 
simplieity ; her soft hasel ejesi fall of pamiTe 
beauty ; and her puie, young &oe paler eyea 
tbau uiuaL 

Poky I should not saji for, althou^ she 
seldom had more than a tinge of colour on her 
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eheek, jet there was no sign of ill-Iiealth in 
the clear, delicate complexion. A servant's 
voice annonncing some one's name, startled 
her from a reverie, and taming round, she 
beheld a gentleman, whom she instantly re- 
oognized as the original of the portrait, which 
she had mentioned to Gtortmde, as having 
seen at CSrossleigh Priory. 

Tiord Ayonmere was just above the middle* 
height, slight, bnt beantifully-proportioned. 
There was a qniet dignity and elegance in all 
his movements, which at once told of refine- 
ment of mind and patrician birth. His featores^ 
findy-ohiselled and regular, would have been 
too feminine, but for the somewhat stem curve 
of the mouth, and the square, massive forehead, 
over which waved silken masses of £Edr brown 
hair. Bis complexion was almost as trans- 
parent as that of Clare Wilmington, and even 
more colourless. The eyelashes and straight, 
dearly-defined brows, several shades darker 
than the hair, added not a little to the beauty 
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teoed bj axL <^j|iif'fiiiiin of dxsmnij^ bsl fizod 



I^Ters did ovfevszd appesnucft give 
4^fifM fi 5t fl!T]daic0 of tkft Iii^iu nofliliTCL awlMd 
Bpait thit dwdt within. 

Lflfd ATonmcze liad B0I beet e^poctedte 
smre so eadj at t&fi WazreBySnd, cwMaqMnHj, 
CSn^s efaedw took the nchait o lOBfr-hiiei^ wm 
the tanied and bdield him. 

The liarqmi fixed hia qpeaking ajeaupon 
the nreet fiiee before him, with an intttnaitj 
that embanaflBed, as well as astonished dan^ 
who had immediately adTaneed with out- 
stretched hand to greet her feither's guest. 

^^ Pardon my apparent radeness^ Miss Wll* 
mington — ^bat — " 

ATonmere suddenly paused, and stil) hold- 
ing the hand he had taken, continued to gaae 
upon Clare's blushing &ce, as though fescinated; 
his own countenance, the while, )ietraying 
signs of deepest emotion. 
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There was nothing, in that earnest scratiny, 
of nideness, or eyen of admiration ; Clare felt 
thiS| but was nncomfortablei neyertheless ; 
and experienoed no slight sensation of relief| 
when the Marqois released her hand with a 
sigh he oonld not repress, and began to en- 
quire after his host and hostess. 

^^ Papa and mama will both be here directly, 
I doubt not, my lord ; meanwhile, oan I offer 
you any refreshment, after your long ride ?" 

Ayonmere refused, and, at the same time, 
b^ged dare to prciceed with the arrangement 
of her &m^^. 

' ^^ You are fond of flowers, Miss Wilming- 
ton r 

^^ I believe I really love them ; and this, of 
tdl others, is my chief £EiTourite.'' 

<< Ah I jessamine !" 

^'Do you not admire it, Lord Ayour 

'VNo flower is in my eyes lovelier. Miss Wil- 
mington.?' 
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^^ The bfidM of Italy wear ohaplets oi }t,l 
have underrtoody aa oxa EDgliali htidea da of 
oxange-flowen ?' 

" They do.'* 

These two irorda^ were spoken m so strange 
a tone, that Clare myolimtarily looked up i^ 
the speaker, but his. face was tuxsad from 
her. 

^^I trust your little hoy ia well?^' 
asked. 

^^Yoa haye heard,^ theo^ of my pour 
eenzo, Miss Wilmington ?" 

^^ Oh, yes ; papa has told me of him.'' 

Lord Ayonmere returned no answer to the 
enquiry just made, and an awkward silence ea^ 
sued. 

Clare decided, in her own mind, that the 
young Marquis was the most intwesting-look- 
ing being she had ever seen, but she could not 
help wishing that some one would come in and 
break the iite-d^UUj or that he were not quite 
80 much like men she had read of in nmuoicea^ 
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\ 

The poor girl had never felt so little at her ease 
with any one before^ and truly glad was she 
when Mr. and Mrs. Wilmington entered the 
room ; soon after which, she stole oat into the 
garden to try if she oonld find a few more 
roses. 

Gertrude Yemen immediately joined her. 

^^ I was just coming to help you with your 
bauqueisy Clare; for Albert and Talbot are 
gone to look after the state of health of their 
ponies." 

" Come with me to the Eosery, Gertie— and 
see if we can find three or toxir jeHow-noisettes. 
Lord Ayonmere is arrived, dear.'^ 

"Is he — so early? Have you seen him, 
Clare ?" 

Clare nodded affirmatively. 

" And what is he like ? Quick I do tell me 
all about him, there's a darling girl! You 
cannot imagine what an interest I take in 
himP^ 



58 ta£T ABK. onx: mtJinitl 



^ A. candid bonfession for i yoimg ladj[| it 
all events, Qertie I*' 

^^ Well — joKL know what I mean^ Olagrer-*of 
course I am thinking of the atory of poot^ 
Oineyra, when I say I am so much intcvtslsil 
in the Marquis. But you have not yet. an- 
swered my question. What is ha lika, 
Clare?" 

^^ So like the portrait I saw at the Prioiyv^ 
Gertrude, that I should have known him to Ins ^ 
Lord Avonmere had I met him anywhere 
by-" 

^^ How tiresome you are, Gare ! You rn^hi 
as well have held your tongue, for you kuQW 
I have neyer sera this portrait at Grossleigh 
Priory." 

'^ In the first place, then, Qertie, the Mar- 
quis is wonderfully handsome, but not in the- 
least like Lord Leyboume, or Noel, or any 
other man I ever saw. In fact, his face is more ^ 
beautiful than handsome." 



« 
% 
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'^A 'bMatiM' naanl that 8onnds oddly, 
Claie.*' 

^* Perbaps io, dear ; but wait till jou have 
yometf seen the Marquis of Ayonmere, and 
jtia will ioomprehend what I mean.'' 

^^ And is he agreeable ?" 

^^ Bather too soon to have formed an opinion 
as to thaty Qertie, seeing that I haye not as yet 
been more than ten minutes in his lordship's 
society. But this I can say, he is the most 
peculiar person I haye oyer met." 

^^He does not stammer, or— -or — anything 
of that sort— <loes he, dear ?" asked (Gertrude, 
with nearly as mnoh earnestness as though her 
life d^>ended on the reply. 

^^ No, no, Gtortie," returned Clare, laughing, 
^^ I neyer heard a more musioal yoioe than the 
Marquis of Ayonmere's." 

''What a relief!" exclaimed her cousin, 
whose romance was eyidently bent on finding 
a petffsot ideal hero, in i^e yisitor at the War«* 
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re^; ^^but what peeuUarity do jm tJUnie 
tor 

Thea :&)Qowed »q aooouat of Qafo^a meetiiig 
and UU-4-Uie with Loid Ayonmofe, oTary 
word of whioby Gertrude deyoured ^^witb 
greedj ear/' and at onoe prooeaded to make 
her oommanti thareoo. 

<< There is nothing peonliar in all thia^ CUnre^ 
afi far aa I can see. Poor fellow ! I have no 
doubt that Ginevra wore a wreath of jeasainine 
on the day they were married, and that that 
is the cause of his Toice fJEtlteringi when you 
spoke of the ohaplets of Italian l»ides. And 
than, when you enquired for the child, and the 
Marquis did not answer you — ^y ou know, dara^ 
Uncle Wilmington says there is something 
Tory strange about the little boy — " 

"You are right, dear Gtertie,*' interrupted 
Clare ; " and your quick perception quite puts 
my obtuseness to the blush. I fear my at- 
tempts at conyersation must have pained Lord 



^ 



^mn Ajt^ ONLY cousiNal 6t 

Avinmerei bnt really I ciid not knoif what to 
^ajFm-lia fizpd those deep eyes of his so earn 
9^ j and 9adly v:pon my face." 

^^ That ia the only part of your story, Ciare,^^ 
said Gertrude, ^Hhat I cannot aecount fev. 
Perhaps the Marquis has become an unwilling 
Tiotim of the ^ Gettatore,^ whilst in Italyi and 
possesses the fear Ail gift of Uie ^EylL 
Ey^r^' 

^^ Perhaps so," returned Clare, smiling. 

^^ Don't laugh, Clare!" resumed Gertrude, 
seriously, ^^for, do you know, such things have 
been." 

" In the days of the Witch of Endor — eh, 
Gertie ?" 

'^ Since I haye been bom, Clare. I know 
you wont believe me, but ask mama to tell you 
of what occurred when she was at Kaples with 
poor papa, and I do not think you will ever 
laugh at the idea of the ^ Evil Eye' again." 

^^ You dear, little, silly, romantic, supersti-^ 
tious cozl" cried Clare, kissing Gertrude's 



f 

be iiilwi—i to lfc» 
ftr joiuwif wfaflMi^ flr w^ ke 1i6 (^ftsd wiUi 

The eooKU wmm nlnm« to llw kiaia, 
wben Tilbat Wihringlnn darted oat iqm 
tiiem from a sde wiDl 

^^Here's a kttar tat coe of yoa yoimg 
ladiMy'' he ezdaimed, ^and from a gmtlfmaiiy 
toa.« 

''Whiehisitfbrr asked Qertnide. 

^You — ^though yoa donH desenre it^ be- 
cause you wouldn't go oat riding with me this 
morning." 

''From dear old Noel,'' said Gertnide, 
breaking the seaL 

'' How disappointed my Lady Qare looks !" 

cried Talbot, " your ladyship seems to think 

no one onght to hear from Noel but your- 
ael£'' 

The merry boy^s " winged words" flew 




homB to poor Ghue^ who stooped down to 
guther some ponsiea^ aad^ at the same time, to 
aTcdd the sauey glanoe of Talbot's laughing 
eyes. 

^^ That's just as it should be !'' ezdaimed 
Gertrude, who had hastily skimmed orer the 
letter, ^^ Noel will be here to aocompany us to 
Lady Stalsfield's ball on Friday^week, but he 
says he must return to the Bookery on the 
following day, as Uncle Charles wi]l not hear 
of his shortening his visit to them." 

Clare expressed her pleasure, but did not 
aay one tenth part of what she felt. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 



She hugged her wrongs ; her sorrow was her throne. 

Sib E. Bulwer LTiroy*. 

What a fair ladj 1 and beside her 
What a handsome, graceful, noble rider ! 

The Ooldbn Lbq£Ki>. 

Youth at the prow, and pleasure at the helm. 

Gbat. 



It was exceedingly warm^ for the time of 
year, at eleyen o'clock that same morning ; and 
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80 Mrs. Dionytius Wiley found it, as she 
aaoen^l^d ^^the breezy uplands'' towards the 
Hill Farm^ whieh looked down upon her with 
a c^Jio^ pontented aspect, that seemed to tell of 
prosperity and plenty. 

Sophia did not huxry herself, but, like every- 
thing, else, heir walk oame to an end ; and so 
she ^^ knocked at th^ yelt o' " Nanny Tucker's 
homestead. 

" Is your mistress within, Patty ?" 

'* Tus^ muip, sh? OjB ; but she^s mortal busy 
with her pen." 

'^ Ah-^-she'll s$e me^ neverthelesft, I dare 
say, Patty." 

^^I aint so sure o' that-ere, mum," per- 
sisted the old serYfmt*woman, ^^for I never 
afore seed ipissiis so e^t-up with business, and 
put about* Deary me I she do take it to 
^artl" 

*< Nothing seriously the matter, I hope, Patty 
eh?" 
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'^ Not werry/' replied the old womaii| with 
whom, as with most others of her class, the 
Major's lady was no great favorite. 

^^ Haye you any idea of what the busmess is, 
Mrs. Patty ?" 

^^ Summut about the quality at the Oastld, 
I take it," returned Patty; bluntly, "but Til 
go an tell Missus as you are 'ere." 

" Don t trouble yourself. Mrs. Tueker in 
always glad to see me." 

Saying which, Mrs. Wiley ooolly dipped 
past the dame, and made her way at once to 
Nanny's usual sitting-room at the back of the 
house, and tapped at the door. 

" Come in, I say." 

And so Mrs. Dionysius entered, and beheld 
Nanny Tucker seated before an old-fiEuduoned 
desk, pen in hand, and beside her stood Misi 
Saoharissa Bokeby, who was evidently acting 
as dictatrix. 

"Oh, I beg pardon. Madam Wiley^^ 



^ 
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thought it had a' bin old Fatty Webb. My 
sarviM to ye, ma'am — ^pray, take a chair arter 
yer walk."- 

This was said in the most oivil tone, but 
Kanny could not conceal the fact, that she 
would haye easily dispensed with ouraccom- 
. plished Sophy's coiupany for the present. 

The way in which Mrs. Tucker jerked her 
short, rdbust form out of her chair to greet her 
Tiflitori showed this. 

^< Don't let me disturb you, Mrs. Tucker — I 
merely called to know if you have heard of a 
oook likely to suit me. Good morning. Miss 
Saoharissa — I hope Sir Banulph and your sis- 
ters are well?" 

^' Well— ^tolerably," replied the spinster, 
^^ Cassandra has a sore throat, and I rather fear 
Typhus." 

Mrs. Wiley instantly drew back some paces, 
and managed to get as far as she could frcfm 
Miss Saoharissa in the shortest possible space 
id time. 
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"Dear me — how very sad — I am refill j 
quite concerned to hear it Poor, dear Mifl« 
Cassandra I I trust your fears may prove 
groundless I" 

Nanny Tucker stared at Miss Saoharissa, ia 
amazement; but a wink from the tricksey 
maiden soon reassured her. 

Mrs. Wil^ now hastened to despatch her 
business with the farmeress, so as to get oleair 
of any chance of typhoid infection ; which, of 
course, you know, was merely a myth of Miss 
Bacharissa's to expedite the departure of 0119 
whom she loved not at all. 

The cook-question haying be^i discussedi 
Sophia determined, ere she left the Hill Farm, 
to make it known that the Major and die. were 
to grace the coming ball at Calverley Castle ; 
but her woman's-wit was for once at &ul1^' 
as to how she should bring up the t<9ic, 
naturaUy. 

Nanny Tucker did it for her. 

"Don't con-sider me uncivil- like, Afo^m 
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Wiley, in not piessin' of ye to bide an' chat 
a-bit this momin', but, to tell ye the truth, 
Vre got a deal o' bother afore me ; an' if it 
hadn't a-bin for Miss Sachary's droppin' in 
about a litter o' pigs, I should not ha' knowed 
what on earth to ha' done." 

^^ Nothing unpleasant, I trust, Mrs. 
Tucker?" 

^^ Kay, I don't know so much about that. 
Madam Wiley," returned Nanny, ^' I'm sure 
if s vastly civil and condescendin' in my Lord 
tfid my Lady, but I do wish they'd ha' let it 
al(me. Howsomever, Miss Sachary says I 
must go, (»: his lordship might take it amiss." 

<< You see, Mrs. Wiley," added Sacharissa, 
takii^ up the parable, and not able to with- 
stand a dart of satire even at her great ally, 
the jEarmeress, ^^ Lord Stalsfield is determined 
to have all the (7(Hin^^-people at the Castle 
BaU, and so, our good Mend, Mrs. Tucker, and 
two of her sons, Mr. Thomas and Mr. Elisha 
Tucker, have received cards of invitation." 
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Soj^a Wiley's satis&ctiaii and exaltation 
sank many a degree below 2^eio. 

Miss Sadiarissa's nnlovely eyes were fixed 
upon the eoontenanoe of Mn. Dionysios ; and, 
donbtless, that acute viigin had but little diffi-. 
culty in ascribing the vexed and crest fidlen 
expression depicted there, to its true cause. 

^^ Ah !" said Xanny Tucker, with a worried 
look," it's all well enow for some folk to go 
jaunting amongst their betters ; but I do saj, 
with all respect to my Lord and my Lady, that 
I wish they'd ha' seen fit to leaTC me and Tom 
and' Lisher alone.— We &int used to yer grand 
ways. Why, my ole Ben was never axed to 
nothin' at the Castle, but rent-dinners, an' 
eomin'-of-ages, and Noo-vear's-days, an' such- 
like. An' I'm sure, me, an' Tom, an' Lish^ 
an' Ned — no, nor young Ben, nor Dick, nor 
Alf — aint fit to 'old a candle to my poor ole 
Ben, in the \iay o' gentcLl manners ! Ah ! he 
was a pretty-behaTed man as eyer you see, 
Madam Wiley I Lauk-a-daisy-me ! but I'ye a 
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great many good minds, Miss Sachary, not to 
go near this 'ere ball, after, all." 

" The Earl would never forgive you, Nanny," 
said Miss Sachari8sa,-^'so, come — take up your 
pen, like a sensible woman — wish Madam 
Wiley * good-day' — and write what I tell 
you." 

Nanny Tucker, generally so independent and 
somewhat off-hand, was quite cowed by her 
undesired increase of consequence in the county, 
and obediently did as Miss Sacharissa desired 
her, looking all the while most particularly 
bored and out of her element. 

After all, Mrs. Major Wiley left the Hill 
Farm without mentioning that Dionysius 
and she had also been invited to Calverley 
Castle. . 

*' Impertinence !" she exclaimed aloud, as 
she descended the grassy slope, goaded to a 
double-quick march by a sense of her wrongs, 
"abominable presumption! arrogant want of 
self-respect !— To think that this hoity-toity 
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Earl and Countess should haye dared to ask me 
to meet a Dame Tucker — a paltry dealer in 
eggs and butter — a hen-wife — ^the daughter of 
a parish-beadle ! — Oh ! that I had not answered 
that insulting card as I did ! — ^But, no matter I 
My Lady Stalsfield will not see Sophia Wiley 
amongst her well-chosen guests ; nor shall the 
Major step beyond the hall-door of £ose« 
Bower on that Friday night ! — I'll be a match 
for you yet, my Lady Stalsfield !" 

So taken up was Mrs. Dionysius with her 
insulted feelings, that she nearly fell over a 
stile which she was crossing, into a muddy 
lane, ou hearing her own name pronounced in 
a jocund tone of voice. 

Looking up, she beheld Sir Bobert and Lady 
Shirley, Frederica, and two gentlemen, whom 
she knew to be Colonel Yandeleur and Lord 
Elyerland, all advancing up the said lane on 
horseback. 

Lady Shirley on horseback I 

At any other time, Sophia would have ea^ 
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joyed the unusual spectacle amaziugly; but 
now, she was so startled, and, at the same time, 
annoyed at being caught in her morning dress, 
old shawl, and seedy bonnet, that she could 
only wish herself or the equestrians, at home. 
A few remarks on the weather, etc., passed, 
and Lady Shirley having announced that she 
and her party were going over to Eayford 
Tower, to lionize the ruins, the cavalcade, in- 
cluding four grooms, rode on. 

The patronising, exultant accents of tlie 
magnificent Thomasina were gall and worm- 
wood to the injured Sophia. 

The former had, it appeared, quite recovered 
from all ill effects of hysterica pasm (brought 
on by the Cruttenden incursion), for never 
had she looked more radiant than now, as 
she rode between the Colonel and Sir Eobert, 
followed by her daughter and Lord Elver- 
land. 

Mrs. Wrley longed more than ever to be a 
basilisk ! 

VOL, II. B 
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Well for the Shirleys that she was not^ or 
they would never have reached the ruins of 
Bayford Tower ! 

Sophy was in one of her most remorseless 
moods. Add to which, sbe had descended 
the steep path from the TTill Farm at such 
a pace, that she felt as if she was on fire, 
and her heart and temples throbhed tumultu- 
ously, 

For a few moments she thought of Sacha- 
rissa Bokeby and typhus, and shook herself 
nervously. 

This megrim, however, soon gave way to a 
new cause of discomfort, which sprang, full- 
grown, like Minerva, from her teeming brain. 

The Shirleys had insulted her, by not in- 
troducing Lord Elverland and Colonel Yande- 
leur to her ! 

Poor woman ! she was really very much to 
be pitied ! 
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There was a happy group on the noble, velvet 
lawn, which sloped gradually from the back- 
front (to use an anomalous expression) of 
Calverly Castle, down to the river. 

All the family were there, save the Earl 
and Countess. 

Just when we first catch sight of the merry 
party, two figures are separating themselves 
from the rest, and are evidently bent upon a 
tete-d'tSte walk through yonder plantation,- 

Their departure seems a relief, at all events 
to the younger members of the group, for their 
romping and laughter immediately take a more 
boisterous character. 

How can Jane fancy such a man?" says 
Lady Idonia Fitz- Walter to her sister Alicia, 
looking after Lady Jane and Mr, Cyprian 
Churchill. 

" Chag^ un a son gout P^ returns Lady Alicia, 
shrugging her shoulders, with a pretty horror. 
^* It is this archaeological mania which has 
B 3 
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turned poor Janey's brain, I suspect," rejoins 
Idonia ; ^^ fancy ! falling in love with a man, 
because he worships idols of wood, stone, and 
metal, in the form of rood-screens, mouldering 
walls, and hideous brasses I" 

" To say nothing of tumuli^ barrows, and 
broken Eoman crockery," added Alicia, laugh- 
ing. 

*'What is the joke?" asked their brother 
Eichard. 

"Nothing of any consequence, Sir Dickon 
the Inquisitive," returned Lady Idonia ; " but 
now, Leyboume — about this pic-nic— Maude, 
you little imp ! do let Walter alone for a few 
minutes — and you, Willie, stop laughing, if 
you can.— What day shall it be ? — ^where shall 
we go ? — and whom shall we enlist under our 
banner ?" 

" What say you to Thursday — the day after 
to-morrow ?" asked Lord Leyboume, who was 
defending little Eeginald in his arms from the 
warlike assault of Willie's wooden sword. 
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^^ Will that giye us time to get our party 
together ?" said Lady Idonia. 

^^ Time I — abundance/' rejoined Alicia. 
'<You and I can write notes to our more 
distant neighbours this morning, Idonia. And 
Hugh will| I knoW| be glad enough of an ex- 
cuse to ride over to the Beauchamps' ; so be 
can invite Emily and Julia." 

" And not Alfred^ Alicia ?" inquired Lady 
Amy. 

^^Hugh can do as he pleases about Mr. 
Alfred Beauchamp," replied Lady Alicia, look- 
ing a little conscious. 

^^ Well, but, sisters mine/' interposed Lord 
Leyboume, ^^ you are settling the affidr in the 
most summary way, perfectly irrespectiye of 
what " the higher powers" may say to it." 

"Oh, but if you say it is your pic-nio, 
Walter," cried Lady Mary ; "Papa and mama 
will, of course, think it is all right." 

"No fear of that," added Bichard; "and 
now, where are we to go ?" 
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''That is a diffioult matter to settle,'' said 
Lady Idonia, " one is tired of Eayford Tower, 
and Femoroft is so far o£P. If Algernon De 
Lacey were here, he would deoide for us in 
half a seocmd.'' 

" Had you not better wait until you have 
consulted Mr, De Lacey ?*' asked Lady Amy, 
hesitatingly. 

" No, no," returned Eichard, " there is no 
time for delay. Let Leyboume decide." 

Thk suggestion met with general appro- 
bation and the ''Druid's Valley," wad th^ 
locality selected. 

Then followed the question of who should 
be asked to join the party r 

" The Grahams and those two pretty girls I 
saw with them yesterday, Miss Wilmington 
and Miss Vernon, are my chosen guest^" said 
Lord Leyboume, "I leave the rest to you, 
Idonia." 

"The Beauehamps fall to Alicia's and 
Hugh's share." laughed Bichard, " I claim the 
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Glenmores. Fred Glenmore is the best fellow 
in the world for a pic-nic.'' 

'^ Yes," said Lady Idoniai ^' bat theiii I must 
have the Yandelenrs ; and Lord Elyerlaud is 
staying at the Oonrt." 

<< What of that, Ida?" 

^^ Why, Biohard, it would be very awkward 
for Lady Anne Glenmore to meet himJ^ 

^^ Fooh I my Lady Anne has had three or 
four other affidrs in hand, since the Elverland 
smash. Fred must oome, or we shall be as dull 
as a qnaker's meeting. Let Lady Anne stay 
at home if she please." 

'' Well, then," said AUoia, '< the Grahams, 
Yandeleurs, Wilmingtons, Miss Yemen, the 
Beanohamps, Glenmores — surely that will be 
enough ?' 

<< And Algy," suggested Lady Mary. 

^^ Oh, Algernon De Lacey, of course, child," 
returned Alicia. 

^^You haye left out the Shirleys," 
Hugh. 
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" That horrid Lady Shirley I" exclaimed 
Idonia, ^^how could you imagine we should 
dream of having her V^ 

'^ But the goveriK>r won't stand Oakstane 
Park being passed oyer, rely on it," said 
Richard, ^^ remember, the election is near at 
hand, fair sister.'' 

" But, can we not invite Miss Shirley with* 
out the parental dragons," returned Lady 
Alicia. 

" To be sure," said Hugh, " by which means 
we shall secure a beautiful addition to our 
forces, and throw ^ a sop to C^benis,' alias, 
to old Sir Eobert." 

^^ And have you no voice in our arrange- 
ments, my quiet little sordla P said Lord 
Leyboume, putting his arm around Lady 
Amy's slender waist, and drawing her to him, 
fondly. 

Amy Fit z- Walter had always been a par- 
ticular pet of her eldest brother's, and now, on 
his return home, after nearly three .years' 
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absenoe, the exquisitely lovely girl of sixteen, 
with her tall, slight figure, and gentle, quiet 
ways, seemed to have taken eyen a larger 
space.in his a£Eectionate heart, than the pretty, 
childish plaything of former days. 

^^ Amy scarcely ever gives her opinion about 
anything, Walter," returned Lady Mary, 
" she's always thinking." 

"Yes — and writing bits of poetry out of 
books," added little Lady Maude. 

Amy blushed painfully, but no one thought 
anything of Amy's blushes — she was such a 
mere child — except Leyboume, who pressed 
her closer to his side, and kissed her glowing 
cheek. 

** Here is the boat," exclaimed Richard, 
" now, then, Wat, are you ready to row down 
to the Rectory ?" 

A large sort of pleasure-barge was seen ap- 
proaching the landing'place at the foot of the 
lawn; a roomy, safe-looking craft it was, in 
E 3 



82 THBT ARE OKLT CJUSIKS! 

which Lady Stalsfield did not fear to trust her 
fmaJler fry. 

" Who^B for a row T^ asked Lord Ley^ 
bourne, ^^ will you be one of our passengers^ 

Amy r 

" I should like it very muoh/^ replied the 
soft, girlish voice. 

" And so should I, Walter," exclaimed 
Lady Mary. 

" I shall go too !" cried boisterous Willie. 

" And so shall I, Willie," added little Lady 
Maude, "if Mary does, for I'm only three 
years younger than she is." 

" Three years and five months," corrected 
Lady Mary, who had reached the advanced 
age of fourteen. 

"And may Regy rfo, too?" lisped the 
youngest hope of the house of Fitz-Walter. 

" Oh, yes," replied Lord Leybourne, 
heartily, as he swung little Eeginald on to his 
shoulder, and drew Amy's hand through his 
arm, "come one, come all !" 
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^* And who is to write the notes, if we do go, 
one and all ?'' asked Lady Idonia, ^' yon and 
I, Alioia, had hotter remain at home.'' 

^^ Yon will invite the Orahams, and Mr. De 
Laoey, Leyhonme ?' said Alicia, ^^ Dmid's 
Valley — ^twelve o'olook — Thursday." 

** All right, AlUe — au revair^ mes sosurs /" 



Haying left Lord Leyboume and Hugh 
Fitz- Walter at the Beotory, to enjoy a long 
chat with their former preceptor and his family, 
the rest began to pull back to the Castle, 
Algernon De Lacey haying yolunteered as one 
of the crew. 

Lady Amy was looking so pretty and so 
happy ! When they had returned about half- 
way, she asked her brother Richard if he 
could land her at a certain point, just for ten 
minutes, while she ran to a natural well in the 
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^ oody to gather some ^^ maiden^hair fern/' for 
a wreath.'' 

** Oh, Begy is so hunff^ /" cried the little 
boy. 

^^ It must be near the school-room dinner- 
hour/' said Bichard, taking out his wateb, 
*' by Jove ! only a quarter to one. We shall 
get into our Lady-Mama's and Mrs, Selwyn's 
black-books, if the youngsters are not home 
in time for the washing and brushing pro- 
cess." 

'' But I do so much want a * maiden-hair,' 
wreath for this evening, dear Dick," pleaded' 
Lady Amy, *' it would look so pretty with my 
pink dress." 

''Sorry to disappoint you, my dear girl, 
but—" 

" Suppose / go and get the fern for Lady 
Amy," interrupted Algernon De Lacey. 

" Oh, thank you, Mr. De Lacey !" mur- 
mured Amy, in some confusion, '' you are very 
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kind — ^but — ^you would not know where to 
find it." 

" Why don't you and Algy jump out to- 
gether and get the fern?" suggested Mary, 
<< and then he can walk up to the Castle with 
you, Amy." 

Amy blushed and hesitated ; but Algernon 
patted Mary on the shoulder, and declared she 
was the brightest of the party. 

*• Well said, Polly !" exclaimed Richard, 
" a decidedly good move, and satisfactory to 
all parties ; for I shall be rid of your wretched 
attempt at an oar, De Lacey, which has made 
us ten minutes longer than we ought to have 
been, in pulling from the Eectory ; these 
hungry monsters here will get home in time 
for their grub ; Amy will be able to crown 
herself with furze this evening ; and — " 

'' Fern not furze, you dear stupid Pick !" 
cried Lady Mary, laughing merrily. 

*' Well, it's all the same — (it's green-meat 
of some sort, I know," continued Dick Filz- 
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Walter, ^^ and the Adonis will have the felicity 
of escorting the Lady Amy np to the Castle I'' 
In another minute, the said Adonis, and the 
said Lady Amy were left together on the 
right-hand bank of the river* 



Very warm, did * Madam' Wiley find it, and 
she had still a mile, or more, to walk before 
she could reach Bose-Bower again, for Kanny 
Tucker had referred her to the wife of one of 
Lord Stalsfield's gamekeepers, touching a 
"person likely to suit,'' in the capacity of 
cuisintere. 

Delightful was it to be able to take a short 
cut through a shady wood. 

Sophia walked along at a leisurely pace, 
unpinning her shawl, and loosening the strings 
of her bonnet, for coolness' sake. 

Al last, she spied the moss-covered roots of 
a stately oak, closely surrounded by an under- 
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growth of fern, fox-gloves, and hazels. It 
looked 60 very inyiting, and she was so 
fatigued by her ill-temper, and long walk, that, 
like another Titania, she was fain to rest 
awhile upon the verdant seat 

As she was pondenng over the events of the 
morning, and becoming every minute more 
embittered against the whole human species, 
the sound of soft voices and youthful footsteps 
struck upon her sense of hearing. Nearer and 
nearer they approached to Sophy's oak-tree, 
and when within three, or four yards of it, the 
footsteps ceased, but the voices did not* 

Mrs. Wiley was all attention. 

She was not one to lose any, even the 
slightest, opportunity of adding to her stock of 
information. 

Hers was a truly great and enquiring 
mind ! 

** But we are so young, papa would say," 
were the first words Sophia could distinctly 
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oatohy uttered in a peculiarly sweet and refined 
tone. 

" Not too young, dearest, to know that — " 

The male yoice which spoke this, sank 
almost to a whisper. How tiresome ! 

Mrs. Wiley pushed her bonuet back from 
her ears* 

^^ Indeed, Algernon, you must not ask such 
a thing !" 

**But what are we to do, then, my own 
loTe?" 

" Wait patiently.'' 

" How can you speak so, dearest 1 You do 
not loTe me as I love — adore you, or you 
would not talk of waiting?" 

The female voice did not reply to this, but 
Sophia Wiley fancied she heard something like 
a sob. 

" That's Mr. De Lacey, without a doubt," 
thought the listener, " but who can the girl be? 
Surely it is not Lucy Graham's voice ! It's a 
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lady, Fm sure— the way of speaking tells that. 
It most be Lucy or Lena — ^who else can it be ? 
The Yoice is surely more like Lena's than 
Luoy's I Suppose it is Lena — how abominable 
— an engaged woman going on in this way 
with any other man than her lover !" 

De Laoey spoke again in tantalizingly sub- 
dued accents. 

^^ Speak to papa — ^pray, speak to papa !" said 
the lady, who was now eridently crying. 

<VMy darling girl ! it is not to be thought 
of. Only—" 

A loud sneeze from Mrs. Wiley awoke the 
woodland echoes. 

Sophia could have dragged her own nose 
off. 

A loud, hurried whispering ensues, and 
hasty, retreating footsteps are heard. 

Mrs. Dionysius cautiously puts aside some 
hazel twigs, and catches a peep of the receding 
figures of Algernon De Lacey and a tall, slight 
girL 
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^' It is Lena Graham, as sore as I sit here I 
Scandalous I Shall I--" 

Sophia draws back from her peep-hole, for 
the young couple are standing still. 

The girl turns her head nervously. 

'' It's one of the Fitz-Walters, as I live I 
But I shan't bother my head about it It's no 
business of mine. My Lord and Lady Stals- 
fleld may find it out at their own conveni- 
ence." 

A fresh store of ^^»«^" for dear Mrs. Wiley. 
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CHAPTEE V. 



And troubled blood thro* his pale face was seen, 
To come and go with tidings from the heart. 

Spensbb. 

De Mont/art —Oh ! ttie side glance of that detested eye ! 

Joanna Baillik. 



Tab day flew on pleasantly enough at the 
Warren, for the Marquis of Avonmere soon 
seemed to become acquainted with the varied 
shades of character of its inmates, and contrived, 
in some way or other, to ingratiate himself 
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with all, except, perhaps, with young Talbot- 
Wilmington, who Toted him decidedly '^ slow," 
and only wished Nod had been amongst them, 
to set things going. 

Ayonmeie was full of anecdote of foreign 
courts and foreign countries, and had the de- 
lightful gift of relating what he had seen and 
heard in an nnaffected and earnest way, that 
kept the interest and attention of his auditors 
eyer on the alert, without his making any 
effort to do so. Now and again, however, his 
thoughts seemed to wander firom the words he 
was uttering, especially when the conversation 
touched upon Italy; and at such times those 
strange, deep, mournful eyes of his were sure 
to fall, as if involuntarily, upon Clare Wil- 
mingtozL 

Gertrude Vernon remarked this continually, 
and in the excess of her love for the ideal and 
romantic, almost fancied that Clare trembled 
and turned pale whenever those touchingly 
beautiful eyes rested upon her. face. The 
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superstitious notion of the ^^ mal occhio^^^ would 
force itself upon her mind, in spite of her 
better sense. 

" EviV^ eyes they might be ; but, neverthe- 
lesSy there was 'that in their blue depth, which, 
should they chance to beam upon a woman 
with an expression of love, would be very apt 
to make her. exclaim — 

" Evil I b6 thou my good l*' 

So thought dear Mrs. Wilmington, as she 
sat opposite Lord Avonmere, feeling already, a 
sort of maternal interest in the son of her 
husband's former school-fellow. 

All around him, saving Talbot, were well- 
acquainted with the young Marquis's early 
trials — the death of Ginevra, and the melan- 
choly state of his motherless child ; and all felt 
more or less predisposed to be attracted 
towards him by what Mr. Wilmington had told 
them. But, now that they had seen him, and 
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passed a few hours in his society^ their admi- 
ration and sympathy were awakened^ whether 
they would, or no. 

Gertrude Vernon at last beheld a specimen 
of the genw homo^ such as she had pictured to 
herself in her day-dreams, but never expected 
to meet with in reality, Had it not been for 
her belief in the " mal occhio^'* she would have, 
at once, fallen desperately and irremediably in 
love. As it was, she could not spare one look 
for her cousin Albert, who (poor lad), did not 
himself greatly wonder at his being neglected 
by the star of his boyish heart, when such an 
^^ Admirable Crichton," as the Marquis of 
Avonmere was at hand I 

It was at dessert that the only resistant 
spirit of the Warren-party was added to the 
number of his lordship's conquests. 

Italy was again the topic of conversation, 
and the subject of brigandage was started. 

Talbot Wilmington instantly became ^^all 
ears," and with glistening eyes and throbbing 
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heart, did he listen to the Marquis, whilst he 
recounted an adventure of his own in the 
Abruzzi, well worthy of a place in Talbot's 
favorite boek^ Mc. Farlane's /^ Lives of the 
Banditti." 

Lord Avonmere was no longer voted ^^ slow'' 
by the young gentleman, but, henceforth, took 
a prominent position amongst modem heroes, 
in his valuable estimation. Neapolitan super- 
stitions were then brought upon the tapu, and 
here again Talbot was almost as much at home, 
as amongst the Brigands of the Abruzzi. The 
^^ Evil Eye," of course, was discussed ; though 
Mr. Wilmington laughed at the bare mention 
of such an absurdity — as most other sensible, 
matter-of-fact papas wauid do. 

Gertrude Yemon was looking at the Mar- 
quis, when the subject was broached ; and he 
certainly appeared graver and paler than ever, 
she thought. 

His large eyes were bent upon Clare. 

Little Grertie felt quite in a fidget, and 
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thanked her stacs that she was not his 



viS'd'Vfs. 



Then she glanced at Clare's left-hand, and 
was easier. 

'^ Eidiculons as this superstition appears to 
the English," said Lord Avonmere, serionsly, 
"I assure yon, Mr. Wilmington, there are 
several, nay, many, well-educated, sensible 
people, especially at Naples, who firmly believe 
in the reality of * Gettatori^^ as those are called 
who possess the fatal power of the ^ Mai 
Occhio? " 

" And I can tell you, Avonmere," returned 
Mr. Wilmington, *'that this nonsensical belief 
exists even in enlightened England. It is not 
six years since, that Mark Saunders, a small- 
farmer in the adjoining parish to this, positively 
fretted himself to death, entirely in consequence 
of his imagining that an old woman, Bess 
Henderson by name, had cast an " Evil Eye*' 
upon him. Mark and she had had words about 
the damage done by a cow of her's, which had 
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broken down one of his fences. Mark, in the 
heat of the moment, pushed the old dame out 
of his way. She did not saj a word, but, as 
as poor Saunders expressed it, ^ fixed him with 
her eye," and turned away. Next day he was 
seized with shivering fits, and became very ill. 
At the end of ten days he was worse, and my 
friend, Dr. Kendall of Limehurst, was called 
in, and at once pronounced it to be a violent 
attack of ague. Change of air was prescribed, 
but Mark shook his head, and said nothing 
could do him any good. However, at the 
entreaty of his wife, he, at last, consented to 
go to his mother, (out in your direction. Mar- 
quis,) where he remained three weeks, and 
then returned to his &rm at Leybourne. Just 
as he was being lifted out of the cart, at his 
own door, old Bess Henderson passed on the 
opposite side of the road, and their eyes met. 
Poor Mark immediately began to shake all over, 
and was, carried into the house in strong con- 
vulsions. That night he died. Dr. Kendall 

VOL. II. F 
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bttd no idea bat that he would leoofer, if ha 
ocmld but OTeroome the foolish fimcj which had 
taken possetaion of his mind. From a hale, 
•tOttt| hearty fellow he was worn down, in the 
Mpaoe of a month, to a perfect skeleton. Moat 
of his neighbours, as well as himself believe^ 
that Mark died a riotim to Bess Henderson's 
^ Kvil Myo.^ This is a truly lamentable case of 
suporMtition, and one that came imder my own 
notloo; for I wont with Charles Beauchamp^ 
the Vioar of Ijoyboume, two or three times, to 
try mid reiuion the unfortunate man out of his 
delusion, all to no purpose.'' 

The Marquis listened attentively, but made 
no remark ut the end of Mr. Wilmington's 
^ true story." (And I, dear reader, can vouch 
for its truth.) 

^^ Did not Marcolli, the celebrated baritoney^^ 
said Clare, ^^ leave the stage in consequence of 
supposing himself a ^ Gettatori ?^ " 

*^ I remember, now you mention it, Clare," 
returned Mr. Wilmington, laughing, ^^ to have 
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read in one of the papers some such sfttis&ctorj 
cause alleged for MarcellPs retiring. He 
killed half-a-dossen ngnoras in the Opera-house 
at Borne, by merely peeping at them — did 
he not?' 

" You are too bad, Papa," rejoined Clare, 
smiling ; " only two were on record, when I 
first heard the tale.'' 

Gertrude Yemen once more glanced at 
Lord Ayonmere, who was looking sad and 
abstracted. 

Gertie was weaving a romance in her brain, 
as thrilling and mysterious as ever issued from 
the " Minerva Press," with the fascinating 
Marquis as her fatal her6, and Clare as her 
fated heroine. 

^^ Have you ever seen a ring like Clare's, 
Lord Avonmere ?" asked Talbot, holding up 
his sister's left hand, and displaying one of 
those pretty little trinkets of gold and coral. 
*^ Aunt Yernondale brought it to her from Naples, 
J 3 
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and she said it had something to do with keep- 
ing off evil eyes.^^ 

" Thousands, I should think, Talbot/^ re- 
plied the Marquis. ** Will you allow me to 
look at it closer, Miss Wilmington ? It appears 
to be of an uncommon pattern." 

Talbot took the ring to Lord Avonmere. 

" I have never seen but one other exactly 
like this." 

The Marquis tried to suppress a sigh, which, 
however, was audible enough to Gertrude, who 
was sitting beside him. 

She, thereupon, adds another page of 
mystery to her romance. 

" Why should he sigh over that ring ?" she 
asked herself. 

" When Eleanor — my sister, Lady Vemon- 
dale — gave that little keepsake to Clare," said 
Mrs. Wilmington, addressing Avonmere, " she 
told us a most extraordinary story of the ^ Mai 
OcchioJ and so apparently well-authenticated. 



\ 
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that I knew not whether to laugh at it or not. 
Eleanor, herself, I verily belieye, is more than 
half-inclined to giye credence to it. 

^^ Pooh I Mary— rEleanor is not such a 
goose I" 

^^Bnt, indeed, my dear George, I mean 
what 1 say." 

^^And I repeat, my dear Mary, Eleanor 
woidd not be such a goose !'' 

^^ Do not be too sure of that, Uncle Wil- 
mington!'^ exclaimed Gtertrude; ^^wait till 
Aunt Mary gives you the history ; and then, if 
you do not believe, why — '' 

^' Mama and daughter both alike, it appears,'' 
interrupted Mr. Wilmington, laughing, as he 
patted Gertrude's cheek. 

" Mother," said Albert, " do tell Lord Avon- 
mere Aunt Yemondale's story. I have never 
heard it." 

" Nor I," added Clare. 

^' Then followed a somewhat long, and right 
marvellous narrative, of how almost every 
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member of a eertain noble fomily at Naples, 
possessed, in a greater or less degree, the awful 
gift of the ^ Mai Ocehio ;' and of how misery, 
sickness, misfortime, or death, had jbllen upon 
many (whom these fatal ^^ Gettatori^^ wonld £Eun 
haye loved and cherished,)throagh the influence 
of their direful glances. 

^^ Do you remember the name of the 
family, Atmt Maryf asked €tertmde; ^^I 
have forgotten — ^perhaps Lord Avonmere might 
recognise it, if you could mention it.'' 

^^Losenghi — was it not, love?' returned 
Mrs. Wamington. 

^^ I was sure of it," murmured the Marquis, 
in a tone of stifled emotion, as though to 
himself. 

^^The Principe Camillo di Losenghi, espe- 
cially — " began Qertrude. 

^^ For Heaven's sake, do not mention him P^ 
cried Avonmere, no longer able to disguise the 
feelings which had agitated him during the 
recital of Mrs. Wilmington's strange story. 
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He was 80 painfblly moyed, that every one 
at onoe otieenred it. 

Mr. Wilmington signed to his wife to take 
no notiee, and she, with a woman's kindly tact, 
instantly withdrew with Gertmde, Clare, and 
Talboty to the drawing-room, making some in* 
different remaric, as she did so, so as not to 
to allow the Marquis to suppose his emotion 
had beoi endent to his companions. 

Gertrude Vernon's interest in her hero had 
now quite reached a climax ; nor were Mrs. 
Wilmington and Clare by any means insensible 
to the strangeness of the little scene they had 
just taken a part in. 

Talbot seated himself quietly in one of the 
French windows, which looked into the garden, 
and was immediately plunged in a sea of 
wonderful reflections, as to the possibility of 
Lord Avonmere's possessing the mysterious 
power of the " Gettatari P^ 

Meanwhile, in the dining-room, conversation 
had taken a more every-day turn, and the 
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Ifwqmi, altiNiig^ widi i Tinbk efbit, (BOimed 
into busmess-matterB, respeetiBig Im mtoteg, 
with Mr. Viimiiigfan, 



Tiie eToning was twj krdy, and mam as 
July ; insomachi tbat the windows were open 
in the diawing*roein^ irhen the gen t lenco 
enteredL 

''When aie the gids?" Mfced Albert, ea 
finding his mother the sold oocnpaat of the 
apartment. 

^^ In the garden. Will you, my dear boy^ 
go and eall them in to tea.'' 

^^ I will aoeompany you, Albert," said Iioxd 
Avonmeie ; and together they w^it in quest 
of the fair cousins. 

The merry laugh of Talbot guided them 
towards the Hermitage, where they found CSare 
and Gertrude seated. The last time dare 
had sat on that rustic bendb, Noel Yermm 
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was bj ber side, reading aloud certain tender 
effloBions of Alfred Tennyson's. 

Gtertmde's theme was still the Marqnis, and^ 
though Clare contrived to give tolerably 
coherent replies to her cousin's questions and 
romantic surmises, her thoughts, nevertheless, 
were with Noel. 

^^ Does he feel for me, what I feel for him ?'^ 
she asked herself, anxiously, ^^ and will he 
utter that which I long, yet dread to hear, 
before he leaves England ? Do 1 desire that 
he should cherish for me other feelings than 
those of a brother ?" 

Her heart whispered — " yes 1" 

^^ And yet — would not a mutual attachment 
*^8uch as does not exist between brother and 
sister — bring misery to us both? We are 
cousins ! Could dear, kind papa be brought 
to listen to it ? I am his only daughter. But, 
oh ! how weak and childish is all this ! Noel, 
perhaps, does not dream of what / feel !" 
*' What a sigh. Miss Clare !" crie^ Talbot^^ 
F 5 
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with a boy's boisterous laugh, as he stood at 
the entrance of the ^^ Hermitage/' after a race 
with two handsome deer hoiindS| which now 
lay at his fiseti panting. 

^^ Enough to make any one sigh !" said 
Gertrude. 

" What is ?' asked Talbot 

'^What Clare and I are talking of Mr 
Curiosity." 

^' Oh ! indeed, Miss Pert. But here comes 
some one to put a stop to your old-maid's 
gossip." 

" Tea ! tea !" exclaimed Albert Wilming- 
ton, not yet in sight. 

" How tiresome you are, Albert !" cried 
Gbrtrude, ^' interrupting us in such a delightful 
chat. Why could you not leave us to our- 
selves?" 

" We ask pardon, Miss Yemen," said Lord 
Avonmere, bowing and smiling, as he and 
Albert now appeared before the two girls, 
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^^ but Mrs. Wilmington has to answer for our 
intrusion." 

Gertrude started on beholding the subject of 
her ^^ delightful chat/' standing in the bright 
light of the rising moon. 

^'I thought it was only Albert/' she returned 
apologetically, as Clare and she rose from their 
seat. 

The two boys cairied off Gertrude between 
them ; Clare and the Marquis followed a few 
paces behind. 

Clare was still thoughtful, and Aronmere no 
less BO. 

For some minutes neither spoke, though they 
both felt they ought to say something ; and at 
last the silence was broken. 

^^This garden is very little altered, Miss 
Wilmington, since I first saw it." 

" I was not aware that your lordship was 
ever at the Warren until to-day ?" 

" Yes ; I once came here, as a boy, with my 
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unole, Sir Alkyae Morley, twelve or fourteen 
years ago." 

^^ And can you remember what the garden 
was like then ?" 

" Perfectly — I seldom forget." 

'' Nor I ; but still I cannot say I recollect 
Lord Avonmerc's previous visit to the Warren." 

" Most probably not, Miss Wilmington ; for 
you were scarcely more than an infant at the 
time I speak of." 

Another pause followed. 

Clare suddenly looked up, and found Avon- 
mere's eyes rivetted upon her, with a ga«e of 
intense melancholy. 

A bright blush on her cheek was visible in 
the clear moonlight. 

" Pray, pardon me, Miss Wilmington," said 
the Marquis, in a low, earnest tone, " my 
apparent rudeness is involuntary, believe me. 
More than once before to-day, I fear that I 
have been guilty of the same breach of 



TflXT ABE OHLT COUfiXKsI 109 

propriety. No sooner do I beoome conscious 
of it, and remove my eyes from your face, than 
the sound of your Toioe again attracts them to 
you. This disclosure, from one who has known 
you but a few short hours, must appear 
strange and out-of-place ; but, from the first 
moment I saw you, I felt as though we were 
old friends. Ton may have heard of — of 
Ginevra— of — ^' 

" I have, Lord Avonmere," replied Clare, in 
accents of deep feeling. 

The Marquis' voice trembled with emotion 
as he proceeded. 

"Then, you can surely understand, and 
excuse, my conduct, when I tell you that in 
yourself I again see and hear — Ginevra I" 

Clare made no reply, but held out her hand 
which Avonmere pressed convulsively ; and 
looking down upon her sweet young face, he 
breathed a fervent — 

" God bless you 1" 
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Tke Iric^ tansikDoda CaneWilBuiigCoii's 



Hhr wm w—iiliim, flMnd in tiie fink 
irindi bomd tiie joang widower and tbe fiur 
ffd together, from thai nwimt. 

Clangs own beait had hut ao neently heen 
awakened to the aenae of the leaUtj of knre, 
that her spbit seemed to thrill with a mystic 
armpathj towaida him, whose lore yrt fired, 
thongli the hnred one slombered in the graye. 

daie did not, at that time, (her own soul 
filled with earthly love,)realiK the blessed 
troth, that GKneyia still lired — ^her hnsband's 
ministering angel in Heaven ! 

Not so witii Avoamere. 

Gineyia was ever with him — aboye him — 
around him ! 



Clare sang. 



■^ 
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The ballad was simple, homelike, and plain- 
tive. 

Clan rose from the piano, and seated herself 
near a window. 

^^Do not sing again this evening, Miss 
Wilmington." 

A strange request this of Lord Avon- 
mere's ! 

** I will not," was the reply. 

Clate well understood why these whispered 
words had been spoken. 



Next morning the Marquis left for Avon- 
mere Abbey. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



Elite. — What » gaj pageant ! what bright dresses ! 
It looks like a flower-besprinkled meadow. 

Th£ Gou>eh Lbgsnd. 

She rose upon a wind of prophecy 
Dilating on the future. 

The Pbincess. 



Thursday morning arrives, soft, yet fresh; 
sunny, yet not too warm. 

Lady Shirley feels as if she had now nothing 
to wish for. 

Frederica, in a perfect costume, has just 



\ 
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been talcen up by Lady Claudia Yandeletir, in 
her channin^ little open carriage^ which only 
holds two ; and Lord Elverland and the Colonel 
are ridiag beside it. 

Lady Shirley enters the breakfast-room, and 
seats herself at Freddie's frame, for the pur- 
pose of picking out the cherub's apple-green 
eyes, and substituting blue ones. 

Sir Bobert follows her^ and takes up the day's 
^ Times." All is domestic serenity. 

^^I hope the darling will enjoy herself, 
Eobin." 

"I hope so, I'm sure, my dear. Why 
shouldn't she ?" 

^^ Ah I why should'nt she ? She can't help 
herself. I'm really quite charmed with Lady 
Claudia — so nice to call in that friendly way 
for our sweet girl I" 

Lady Shirley little knew the sharp and 
w<»rdy battle which had been fought by the 
fair Claudia and her lordly kinsman, before 
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8he could be brought to oonsent to ehapercne 
Frederica to the Fitz- Walters' pio-nio ! 

'' I don't feel at all hurt, Sir Bobert, at 
not having been incited myself, for I find that 
neither Mrs. Ghraham nor Mrs. Wilmington 
was asked. It's quite amongst the young 
folks." 

^^ Perfectly right, my dear. The young 
folks will be quite sure to manage matters 
better by themselres— eh, Thomasina r" 

^* I agree with you, Bobin. I am fully pre- 
pared to hear something ^ when our darling Fred 
returns this evening." 

"Indeed?" 

"Yes. — Lord Elverland will have spoken 
out, take my word for it I — ^What with Fred- 
die's lovely new bonnet, and the scenery, and 
the champagne — There's nothing like a pio-nio 
for settling these ajO^irs I — ^Do you remember 
our party to Gravesend, two- and- twenty years 
ago, Eobin?" 



V 
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Bofain did remember it perfeotlj, and was 
obliged to hide his face with the paper, lest 
it should not express the degree of ecstasy 
Thomasina evidently expected to trace there, 
by the gushingly -tender accents in which 
she had propounded the question. Of course, 
Sir Bobert| however, replied in the affir- 
mative. 

That trip to Gravesend had been the turning* 
point in Bobby Shirley's destiny I 

But — ^marriage is a lottery I 

By-and-bye Lady Kiiirley proposed to Sir 
Bobert, that they should, together, make an 
equestrian call at Bose-Bower. 

Thomasina was quite proud of her new accom- 
plishment She had never been on horseback 
before the day on which she had encountered 
Mrs. Wiley crossing the stile. 
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The ^^ Druid's Valley" was as secluded and 
romantic a spot as could be found in the county 
of Kent. 

But few vestiges of the ancient order which 
had once celebrated its Pagan rites there, how* 
ever, now remained; and these merely con- 
sisted of three or four ghostly-looking stones, 
and certain decrepit oak-trees boasting but 
little foliage, and a mild suspicion of the 
sacred mistletoe springing from their grim 
branches. 

Nevertheless, the YaUey was undeniably 
picturesque, and sufficiently wild, to elicit the 
admiring exclamations of those of the party 
assembling there, who now visited it for the 
first time. 

Of these last was Frederica Shirley, in whom 
the love of the natural and beautiful, althou^ 
it had always slumbered in her soul, was only 
of late awakening; and so, when the vale 
opened before her, with its verdant turf — ^grey. 
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liohened stonesi weird oaks, and babbling 
TiTulet, all softened into one mellow whole by 
the chastened noon-day beams of an autumnal 
son, her face lighted up with an emotion of 
genuine delight. 

Lady Claudia Vandeleur, who, during the 
drive from Oakstone Park, had been vainly 
endeavouring to steel her aristocratic little self 
against the growing fascination, which the ple- 
beian heiress was unwittingly casting around 
her, looked upon thcr noble face, and could 
but own that it was completely beautiful. 

Nor was Lady Claudia the only one who 
thought thus, as the carriage drew up beside a 
group of trees, which had been chosen, appa- 
rently, as the try sting-place ; for a ^^ goodly 
company" already stood beneath them. 

"By Jove! Anne," exclaimed the Honor- 
able Frederic Glenmore to his sister, " what a 
superb creature ! who is she ?" 
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^^ I fancy she is the daughter of the Tulga* 
rians at Oakstone Park," replied Lady Anne, 
a tall, sallow, fine-featured girl, who was un- 
deniably un pm pas86e^ as she viewed the new- 
eomers through her glass. 

** Impossible I" returned Fred Glenmore, 
^* she would not be with Lady Claudia." 

^^ Perhaps not," said Lady Anne, carelessly, 
at least as far as the tone of voice went ; for 
her cheek slightly flushed as she recognised in 
the cavalier, who so eagerly assisted the beauty 
to alight from the carriage, the Earl of Elver- 
land. 

*^ I must find out who she is," cried Frederic, 
fiying off, and seizing Eichard Fitz- Walter by 
the shoulder. 

" Dick I my dear fellow ! who is that with 
Lady Claudia ? I never — 'pen my soul — saw 
such an exquisite creature all over the world ! 
Tell me — quick — what's her name ?" 
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« Miss Shirley.— Struck, old feUow ?" 
" Frightfully I— Introduce me, Dick." 
" Aflk Elverland — he'll be only too happy to 
do so, I have no doubt." 

" Elverland !" repeated young Glenmore, 
not looking very well pleased on hearing that 
name, " is A« here ?" 

"Yes— don't you see him taking Miss 
Shirley's shawl oflf?" 

" What the devil brought him here, Dick ?" 
'^ An invitation, in all probability." 
Fred Glenmore returned to Lady Anne, feel- 
ing far less enthusiastic than he did five 
minutes before. 

Frederioa and the Vale Court party were 
received by the Stalsfield clan, all of whom, 
with the exception of the Earl, his eldest 
son, and the three younger children, were 
present." 

" But where is Lord Ley bourne ?" asked 
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Lady Claudia, '^ I am longing to welcome him 
amongft na once more T^ 

^^We expect him eyery moment," replied 
Lady Stalsfield, ^'he went to the Bectory 
to break&8t, and is to drive Mrs. Graham and 
her daughters over." 

^^ Mr. De Lacey is here already ?" ohserred 
Lady Claudia. 

"Oh, yes," returned Hugh Fitz Walter, 
" Idonia and Alicia insisted on his sleeping 
at the Castle last night. They were certain 
something would go wrong, if Algernon were 
not with them to superintend certain prepara- 
tory arrangements." 

" T know not what we should do without 
Mr. De Lacey," added Lady Jane Fitz Walter, 
" he is so universally useful." 

** Useful ! Janey ;" repeated Lady Alicia, 
indignantly, " one would think Algernon were 
a hutler !" 

" It is well, Jane," remarked Mr. Cyprian 
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Churchill, with a grim smile, ^' that your 
sisters' admirable Crichton did not hear your 
remark.*' 

Mr. Wilmington, Clare, Gertrude, and the 
two boys, here arrived on horseback; and 
were soon followed by Lord Leybourne and 
the Qrahams. 

" We are all assembled now, I believe," 
said Lady Idonia, ^^ but the Dormers and Sir 
John Milthorpe." 

^^ And where are the Beauchamps 1" asked 
Lady Mary, glancing slyly at Alicia and 
Hugh. 

"They are not able to join us," replied 
Idonia, " but, see I who are these ? Oh, Lady 
Ellen Dormer and Sir John Milthorpe evident- 
ly riding a steeple-chace." 

"And there is Mr. Dormer's dog*cart 
behind," said Lord Leybourne, "now, then, 
the revels may commence." 

The usual commonplaces as to weather, 
scenery, manner of transit &c ensued; after 

VOL. II. G 
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which, people began to fonn separate groups, 
and the spot for the al Jresco banquet being 
decided upon, to set out upon diflferent strol- 
ling expeditions to this point, or that. 

Lord Leyboume formed a nutting-party 
to Wensley Copse, which included the greater 
number of those yet " on their preferment," 
and some of the married folk, such as Lady 
Ellen Dormer, Mr. Wilmington, and Colonel 
Vandeleur. 

^^ Horace," said Lady Claudia to her hus- 
band, ^^Miss Shirley has kindly allowed me 
to transfer my guardianship of her to yourself, 
for the present ; so, be sure you do not allow 
her to do too much." 

" Miss Shirley will be perfectly safe with 
me," replied Colonel Vandeleur, o£fering his 
arm to Fred erica, rather to her own chagrin, 
as well as that of Lord Elverland ; for Freddie 
longed to join the Warren-party, in the hope 
of hearing from Grertrude Yemen something 
of Noel — and the Earl had fully determined 
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beforehand, not to lose the ohanoe of acting 
as Frederica^s knight for the day, 

" You intend, then, to join the nutting- 
expedition, Vandeleur ?" said Elverland, in a 
tone, which it was intended should imply, 
that the Colonel had better not so far fatigue 
himself. 

" Of course he does," answered Lady 
Claudia, *' and mind, Horace, you do not leave 
Miss Shirley for a moment — it is not often we 
have so precious a gem intrusted to our 
care." 

Frederica cast a hasty glance at her chap- 
eroney for she fancied she detected something 
of mockery in her Voids and voice. 

Nor was Frederica wrong ; but she, in 
an instant, saw that Lady Claudia's object was 
to tease her cousin. 

" Plantagenet !" 

'' Well ?" 

^* Listen to me a moment" 
g3 
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" Vm all attention. What ia it ?' 

^* Don't speak in that sulky tone, Plantj ; 
but, tell me — hare you a heart ?' 

" I believe so. What then V' 

^^ Look at Anne Glenmoie/' returned Lady 
Claudia, ^'poor thing! do take pity on her, 
and rescue her from Lady Jane and that dire- 
ful Mr. ChurchiD." 

'^Fsha! Claudia," said Lord Elyeiland, 
lowering his voice, ^' you are too bad ! What 
might not Miss Shirley think ?'' 

Lord Leyboume now gave the ordw to 
march, and the ^nutters' commenced their 
pilgrimage to Wensley Copse. 

They had not proceeded very far, when 
Lady Jane Fitz Walter and Mr. Churchill 
deserted the ranks, attracted by the charms 
of one of the large Druidical stones, not a 
little to the relief of Anne Glemmore, who was 
immediately joined by a certain very youth- 
ful Guardsman, one Lord Ashley Ferrars, with 



^ 



THEY AEl ONLY OOUSIKS ! 125 

whom, in about ten minutes, she had knocked 
up a desperate flirtation. 

Lord Elverland observed it, and amiably 
thought to himself — 

''Poor Anne! I am glad she has found 
samethinff to amuse herself with! That 
boy, Ashley Ferrars, is better than no- 
thing !" 

The party were now asoending a hill, and 
Elverland was a pace or two behind Frederica 
and Colonel Yandeleur. He had not yet got 
the better of his ill-humour- with Lady Claudia, 
and was plodding sullenly along, trying to 
plan a coup-de-main^ by which he might dispose 
of his brother-in-law, and take possession of 
the heiress, when suddenly he heard his own 
name pronounced, and looking round, saw 
Lady Ellen Dormer, whose riding-habit was 
entangled in a thorn-bush. 

^' Pray, come to the rescue. Lord Elverland I 
Sir John and Major Bamsay are so utterly 
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stupid. Oh I do go away, Sir John — ^you will 
tear my unfortunate skirt to rags." 

Thus apostrophized, the Earl could not but 
fly to the lady's assistance, albeit, he wished 
her— at home I Lady Ellen, being extricated 
from her dilemma, gave the go-by to her two. 
late escorts, and taking Elverland's arm, 
began immediately to rally him on his sulky 
looks, and then proceeded to throw out any- 
thing but slight hints touching himself and 
Erederica Shirley, which positively caused his 
Lordship to blusl^ whilst he proceeded to 
deny aught, but a casual acquaintanceship 
with the heiress of Oakstone Park. 

^^ It will not do I" exclaimed Lady EU^ 
who was a somewhat foBt^ go-a-head sort o| 
personage, priding herself on saying and doing 
what few women would say or do, ^^I see 
plainly enough you have entered the lists with 
young Yemon, all for love of the' belU 
citoyenne ! Well — I wish you luck." 
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<< Young Yemon has no more fMretension to 
Hiss Shirley's hand than — " 

'' Then the neighbourhood tells £Edsehoods/' 
interrupted Lady EUen, laughing, '^ but do not 
be 80 ferocious, or I shall be obliged to belieye 
there is something in it, in spite of your 
blushing denial" 

Lord Elyerland felt perfectly savage at this, 
but was forced to keep himself cool, and bear, 
as well as he might, the ceaseless banter of his 
&ir companion. 

Meanwhile, Freddie Shirley had taken ad- 
yantage of a halt, made at the top of the hill, 
by some of the party who had preceded her 
and Colonel Yandeleur, amongst whom were 
the Wilmingtons, to speak to Clare and 
Gertrude. 

Lord Leyboume proposed a few minutes^ 
rest, to admire the beautiful and extensiye 
yiew around, and whilst he pointed out some 
particular object to the Colonel's notice, Fred- 
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eiioi eu n tf i fed to draw Ciertnide m Utde apsrt 
bom ibe mt of fbe group. 

After one or two oonmioii-place obserrations 
she, flioa^ with a beating heart, Tcnkoied to 
ask if Lady ^enumdale woold retom firom 
Sofblk in time for the ball at the Castle. 

<< Mama will not ; bat Noel wiU,'' was the 
reply. 

Eredcdea's heart bounded 90 li^tly as that 
name eame npon her ear, spoken by the lips of 
his sister. 

<^Do you not long for tiie ball. Miss 
Shirley ?' 

<< Indeed I do/' returned IVeddie, who 
looked for the ooming of that night as the 
great toming-point of her fatore destiny. 

At this moment she heard CSare Wilmington 
mention something to Albert about Noel, and 
a sickening feeUng came oyer her. 

She turned and looked uneasily at Clare, 
whose sweet face, however, wore its calmed 
expression. 
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^' They are only CousiiiB I" said Frederioa to 
herself, for the fiftieth time within the last ten 
days, '^ she does not love him, or she could not 
look thus, on mentioning his name." 

( Header I I wonder what chance the Earl of 
Elverland has of ^^ winning and wearing" the 
beautiM plebeian ?) 

'' Forward I" exclaims Lord Leyboume, 
playfiilly giving the word of command to his 
gay troop of " nutters?^ 



Champagne, wit, flirtation, and nonsense 
are effervescing— bright eyes are glancing — 
merry tongnes are chattering — ^wine-glasses are 
jingling — and knives and forks chattering — at 
the deje&ne under the trees in the ^^ Druid's 
VaUey." 

All faces round the table are smiling faces, 
save two. 
a 5 
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Frederica Shirley seemd to haye eyes And 
ears for no one but Gertrude Vernon, who sits 
on one side of her; and this much to the 
chagrin of Lord Elverland, who is the heiress's 
other supporter. 

Vain are all bis attempts to engage her at- 
tention for more than a second j consequently 
the Earl is as glum as the ghost of Hamlet's 
father. 

A little higher up, on the other side of the 
table, sits the Lady Anne Glenmore between 
Mr, Churchill and the youthful Lord Ashley 
Ferrars, looking quite as glum as Lord Elver- 
land. And no wonder that she should — ^poor 
Lady Anne ! for of course Cyprian Churchill 
is taken up wholly with Lady Jane Fltz- 
Walter ; and little Ashley FeiTars has found a 
thoroughly congenial spirit in his neighbour 
and cousin, the young and laughter-loving 
Lady Mary. Therefore, Anne Glenmore has 
nothing to do but to watch the faithless 
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Plantagenet's evident, though unappreciated, 
devotion to Frederica Shirley. 

Now we have aooounted for the only two 
unsmiling faces. Just when fun and laughter 
were at their highest, and Idonia Fitz< Walter 
was about to pull a cracker with Fred Glen- 
more, an old shrill voice behind the merry 
pair — startled them, by suddenly exclaim- 
ing— 

^^ Please to have yer fortshuns told, my 
pretty lady and gentleman !" 

The speaker was a little, decrepit gipsy- 
woman, supporting her tottering steps with a 
crutchlike stick. Her bent form was clothed 
in garments old and patched, but cleanly and 
picturesque withal. A short faded red cloak 
hung upon her bent shoulders, the large hood 
of which was drawn over her head, and to- 
gether with a quantity of dishevelled grey 
hair hanging in elf-locks, left nothing of her 
face visible, but a pair of piercing black eyes, 
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which ereiy now and then flashed through 
these same elf-locks. 

So Buddenlj did the crone make her appear- 
ance that every one was more or less startled, 
and Lady Idonia could not suppress a pretty 
little scream^ when she turned and beheld the 
gipsy close behind her. 

^^ Go away I go away !" exclaimed Lady 
Lady Ellen Dormer, "pray send her away, 
Lord Leyboume ! I cannot endure the horrid 
creatures. I have no doubt it was she who 
carried off my brood of game fowls. Do 
give her a shilling, somebody, and send her 
away !" 

"The gipsy scorns your money, my fine 
lady," cried the old woman, fiercely, " she has 
nought to do with the likes of you. But 
Hagar Lee will not budge yet, for all yer 
proud ways — she has come here to tell of the 
future to some of these pretty ladies and gen- 
tlemen, and Hagar will have her say before she 
goes." 



\ 
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^^ The impudent old hag !" exclaimed Sir 
John Milthorpe, " he off with you, or you'll 
find yourself in the wrong hox." 

" As you were yourself, my nohle gentle- 
man," returned the gipsy, with a malicious 
laugh, " when you found yourself at York in- 
stead of Doncaster ! ha ! ha !" 

'^ The deuce !" cried Sir John to Lady Ellen 
Dormer ; '^ why, I do helieye there is some- 
thing supernatural about her, after all. How 
should she know that I fell asleep in the train, 
and—" 

^^Hagar Lee knows everything!" inter- 
rupted the crone, striking her crutch upon the 
ground. 

^^ A monstrous well-informed old lady, 'pen 
my life!" drawled Major Ramsay of the 
Guards; ^^what do you not know, my good 
woman ?" 

<< When Archibald Eamsay means to settle 
down into a quiet married man I" returned 
Hagar, with elvish archness. 



£ 
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'^By Jove! she knows my name!" ez- 
olaimed the Major. 

^^ Aye ; and she knows that Archibald Bam- 
say has twelve thousand pounds more to his 
name now, than he had when the May-moon 
was young !" resumed the mysterious in- 
truder. 

" Bight — by all that's wonderful !" drawled 
the gallant Guardsmau, looking ^^much blank 
amazement" 

A general murmur ran round the table, and 
the Honorable Cyprian Churchill was startled 
into a learned discussion on magic, for the 
edification of Lady Jane Fitz-Walter, in which 
the Delphic Oracle, Cumoean Sybil, Mother 
Shipton, and the Sybilline Leaves, were made 
honorable mention of. 

First one, and then another, of the party now 
began to put questions to the gipsy, all of 
which she correctly answered or cleverly 
evaded, insomuch that even the most sceptical 
felt their scepticism shaken. 
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She told Lady Stalsfield how many sons and 
daughters she had — she pointed out Lady 
Claudia, as being Colonel Yandeleur's wife 
and the daughter of a great warrior — she 
named Miss Shirley as the wealthiest young 
lady present — she hinted to Hugh Fitz-Walter, 
that he would be happier if a certain maiden, 
whose name was ^^ Julia^^^ were sitting beside 
him — ^and turning to Lord Leyboume, she 
told him that one whom he dearly loved would 
shortly appear from abroad. 

The young Yiscount's handsome face flushed 
crimson. 

" Ahd I Walter !" exclaimed his brother 
Bichard, laughing heartily, ^^ murder will out ! 
See what comes of a tour on the continent I 
Where is the lady coming from, wisest of 
Sorceresses ?" 

'^ From the fair land of France !" answered 
Hagar. 

'* So, so ! Master Ley bourne !" cried 
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Bichard, ^^ caught at last by a French en- 
chantress I'' 

The Yisconnt tried to laugh off the badinage 
now aimed at him firom all quarters, but his 
glance chanced to fall on the downcast eyelids 
and changing color of Lucy Graham, and he 
felt as if he could have strangled the old woman 
and knocked Bichard off his seat. 

Lady Stalsfield obseryed Ley bourne's emotion, 
and certain unpleasant misgivings rushed into 
her mind. A Fitz- Walter had already married 
a Frenchwoman, and what had come of it ? . 

During all this time, that little believer in 
the ^' Mai Occhio^'* Gertrude Vernon, had sat 
listening in mute awe to the revelations of the 
sybil, wishing very much that she were out of 
the reach of Hagar Lee's piercing black eyes, 
which she had once or twice found fixed upon 
herself. 

" I wish she would go," whispered Gertrude 
to Frederica, '* &he quite frightens me." 
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** Here, Dame Lee !" exclaimed Lord Elver- 
land, who overheard the whisper, and was 
disposed to be somewhat spiteful to Noel Ver- 
non's sister, ^^ herQ is a young lady to whom 
you have not said anything yet Can you not 
tell her how many hearts she is destined to 
to break ?" 

^^ Gertrude Yemen is bom under a lucky 
star,-' replied the gipsy, evading the EarPs 
question, ^^ she is blessed with a fond mother, 
and brothers who idolize her. One of those 
brothers is now in a distant land, and another 
will soon sail over the seas." 

Gertrade's silly little heart beat^o fast as 
these words were uttered. 

The old woman must indeed be a witch I 
^d Gertrude was not the only one who 
thought so. 

Hagar Lee now turned to depart as suddenly 
as she had appeared, and hobbled swiftly away, 
leaving the pic-nic party — the greater part of 



1S8 THET AKE ONLY OOUSOTS I 

them at least — fLvm believers in the lore of the 
readers of the stars. 

<< What an extraordinary being !" said Lady 
Stalsfield, with a sigh of relief, ^^ but she has 
not taken money from any one I I cannot 
comprehend it." 

^^ Strange in the extreme, 'pon my life !" 
drawled Major Bamsay, *^ she is coming back 
again though, by Joye I'' 

^^Oh, I hope not," murmured Grcrtrude 
Vernon. 

The Guardsman was right, nevertheless. 

Back hobbled the crone, the servants giving 
her a wide berth as she passed them, and ad- 
vanced towards the Countess, standing still a 
few yards from her. 

There was a dead silence. 

Suddenly a silvery laugh rang through the 
*' Druid's Valley." Hagar Lee threw back 
the scarlet hood, grey elf-locks and all, and 
displayed as piquante and pretty a young face 
as one might wish to see. 



IHST ABE ONLY OOTTBIHS I 1 39 

'^ Gh>od Heavens I it is Blanche I" cried 
Lady Stalsfield, starting up from the table. 

And- 

^* Blanched "Mrs. Devereux !" "Mrs. 
Lorton Devereuxl" were echoed in different 
tones of astonishment and pleasure, by most of 
the party, for Blanche Devereux was more or 
less known and liked by all, except Miss 
Shirley, Mr. Churchill, and Algernon De 
Laoey. 

" Yes, dear Auntie,^ exclaimed the ei-devant 
gipsy, fondly kissing the Countess, " it is your 
mischieTous Blanche, and none other I For- 
give me, ^ my pretty ladies and gentlemen all,' 
for playing you such a trick. I will explain 
everything as soon as I have been my rounds.^ 

Saying which, she imderwent a series of 
kissings and hand*shakings, such as the 
"Druid's Valley," had never witnessed be- 
fore. 

" Oh I Mrs. Devereux," said Gertrude, " I 
am so glad it was only you after alL" 
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^^Bat, nevertheless, Mrs. Devereux, be- 
witching as ever !" obsenred Major Ramsay, 
with a languid bow. 

Having given and received numberless 
greetings, Blanche took a seat by Lord Ley- 
bourne. 

^^Was not Hagar Lee a true prophetess, 
Walter, touching the arrival of the Lady from 
France ?'' she asked. 

" Who can doubt her ?' returned the Vis- 
count, casting a bright look at Lucy Graham, 
as he placed some chicken on his madcap 
cousin's plate, " but, now, Blanche, as soon as 
you have taken refreshment, let us know 
how it is that you are not still in France ? and 
how we have the pleasure of seeing you 
amongst us to-day ?" 

'^ First,'' resumed Blanche, ^^ let me ask 
pardon, in the name of the Oipsy |of the Yale, 
for any impertinent things she may have said 
just now, particularly to Lady Ellen Dormer, 
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whose money she so disinterestedly scorned. 
Will yon forgive her, Lady Ellen ?" 

" Forgive her, Mrs. Devereuz ?" exclaimed 
Lady Ellen, ^^who could be angry with so 
charming an impostor ?" 

The speaker laughed pleasantly, but she did 
not feel very amicably disposed towards the 
"gay deceiver," for the Lady Ellen Dormer 
was a notorious flirt, and Blanche had more 
than once caused her ladyship's most devoted 
admirers to falter in their allegiance. 

^^ What a bewitching little creature she is !" 
said Sir John Milthorpe, in a low tone, as he sat 
watching the varying expression of Mrs. Lorton 
Devereux's animated face. 

^^ Thoroughly and unmistakeably French," 
returned Lady Ellen, spitefully, ^^ she is more 
or less like some dozen griaettes you may see 
every day in Paris." 

Whatever the Dormer might say, every o;ie 
else seemed to feel the charm of Blanche 
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Bevereuz's presence, for fresh spirit and 
gaiety had eyidently infused themselves into 
the party. Even Lady Anne Glenmore and 
Lord Elverland looked a shade less glum. 

" Now, dear Blanche, for your explanation !" 
said the Countss of Stalsfield, ^^ I am on the 
tenter-hooks of expectation for the clearing of 
the mystery." 

" You must know then, Aunt, and you, 
* my pretty ladies and gentlemen,' " began 
Mrs. Lorton Devereux, " that ^my friend 
Madame du Plessis, with whom I was staying 
at Amiens when last I wrote to Calverley, was 
suddenly called to Paris to attend the sick-bed 
of her mother, and, as Pauline would not let 
me assist her as nurse, or make myself useful 
to her in any other way, I packed up my 
belongings, thinking I would take advantage 
of your kind invitation to Calverley, Auntie, 
and started at once for England, intending to 
surprise you, by popping in unexpectedly." 
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" And, without doubt, you have succeeded," 
said Lord Leyboume, ^^ but, pray go on with 
your story. 

^^On arriving at the Castle, to-day, about 
one o'clock," continued Blanche, ^^ I foand all 
the birds flown, except the children and my 
uncle, who was half drowned in an ocean of 
letters and papers about an election. I heard 
from him whither you were gone, and of course, 
determined to follow — my motto being, as you 
know, Auntie, " vive la bagatelle.^^ A thought 
struck me. I have lately been acting with un- 
bounded applause in a vaudeville of Pauline du 
Flessis' writing ; and what was to prevent my 
appearing in the same character in the ^^ Druids' 
Yalley ?" I consulted with my maid, Clarice, 
on the momentous subject. Clarice was 
charmed, and in five minutes she had unpacked 
my gipsy-dress. In less than a quarter of an 
hour, we were rolling along the road hither. 
We stopped at that white cottage on the top 
of the hill| just before you enter the yalley, 



144 THVY iJtE ONLY COUSINS I 

where, through a silver medium, I easily gained 
admittance, and permission to assume my 
masquerade garments. The young woman at 
the cottage, at first seemed to think I had 
just escaped from a Lunatic Asylum, but she 
very soon began to enter can amore into the 
joke, and assisted Clarice in making my vaga- 
bond toilette. When I was fully equipped, I 
sent back Clarice and the carriage to the 
Castle — and — ^behold me here !" 

A merry laugh went round, in which Blanche 
joined right heartily ; and whilst Lord Ley- 
bourne is proposing the health of Hagar Lee, 
the Gipsy of the Vale, we will enquire into 
that tricksy little lady's previous history, for 
she is destined to play a by-no-means subordi- 
nate part in this veritable narrative, as it 
goes on. 

Hugh Fitz- Walter, the only brother of the 
present Earl of Stalsfield, went to France when 
he was about two-and- twenty, where he fell in 
love with a certain Julienne Montolieu, the 
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daughter of poor, but respectable parents in 
the middle class. 

Julienne was not accomplished, but fascinating 
and very lovely, and Hugh Fitz- Walter married 
her. 

The blood of the Stalsfields was in a fearful 
ferment at this mesalliance^ particularly that of 
the old Countess ; but at last the young people 
were received at the Castle — ^barely received — 
that was all — for, during their short stay, none 
of the magnates of the county were invited to 
Calverley, 

Hugh felt this slight to his wife deeply, and 
spoke his mind so freely on the subject that 
his father cut him off, as it is called, with a 
shilling, and the young couple went to London, 
to live as best they could ; and bad, indeed, 
was the best, for neither of them knew the 
least in the world about the art of managir^. 

The present Earl of Stalsfield (then Yiscount 
Leybourne), assisted, his brother as far as he 
conscientiously could ; and the old Montolieus 

VOL. n. H 
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dying, left Julienne their little all. But Hugh 
Fitz- Walter was naturally improvident, and 
since his return to England had taken to 
gambling. This utterly disgusted Leyboume. 

Blanche was bom ; and had it not been for 
Lady Sarah Fitz- Walter, whose god-son and 
favorite nephew Hugh was, there is great 
doubt whether poor Julienne would have had a 
nurse to attend her during her confinement. 

Lady Sarah was by no means, in geneial, a 
benevolent spinster, but Hugh had always paid 
great deference to her, and, as I have said, he 
was her god-son ; so the elderly gentlewoman 
stretched a point, and engaged a nurse for 
Julienne at her own expense. 

Another inducement to this unusual gene- 
rosity of the niggardly spinster's, was her 
unbounded dislike to her proud sister-in-law, 
the Countess of Stalsfield, 

Now the Countess had quarrelled with Hugh, 
therefore, the Lady Sarah determined to 
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befriend him ; but she would not consent to 
see his wife. 

Julienne died when her child was six 
months old, and Hugh soon followed, brought 
to an untimely grave by the intemperance of 
his habits. 

Lady Sarah took the little orphan, Blanche, 
imder her own care, and Lord Leyboume, 
himself a father, provided a governess for her 
in course of time. The selection of the governess 
was left to the spinster-aunt, and, as might be 
expected, she chose a second edition of herself 
diluted — 

" Sure such a pair was never seen !" 

Lady Sarah was vinegar and whalebone; 
Miss Dawes, vinegar-and- water and starch. 

Blanche Fitz-Walter^s was no happy child- 
hood, but still, when her noble grandfather lay 
with his ancestors, (the haughty old Dowager 
withdrawing to her dower-house), and his son 

H 
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reigned in his stead, she annually spent some 
weeks at Calverley Castle^ where she soon 
endeared herself to all its inmates. Those were 
happy days to poor little Blanche ! But when 
she grew to he about twelve or thirteen, Lady 
Stalsfield began to be alarmed at the affectionate 
empressement of her son, Lord Leyboume, and 
dreading anything like an attachment between 
him and his Anglo-Gallic cousin, she besought 
the Earl not to invito Blanche to the Castle 
again, until Leyboume was safe off to Eton or 
Harrow. Lord Stalsfield begged her not to 
worry herself, for Walter and Blanche were 
onltf cousins ; but the Countess could not feel 
easy, and so the orphan girl passed nearly two 
years without visiting Calverley again. 

Blanche was very quick, and decidedly 
talented, and consequently gave Miss Dawes 
but little trouble in conducting her studies, 
and as a reward, she was allowed to read aloud 
to her aunt and the governess by the hour 
together. This Blanche had not much objection 
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to, but then she was compelled to sit bolt 
upright all the time, and Lady Sarah's favorite 
books-—" Clarissa Harlowe " — •" Sir CSiarles 
Grandison '' — " Pamela " — <* CcBlebs,'' &c., 
were not exactly to the young reader's taste. 
Add to which, when she came to certain parts 
in ^'Pamela" and " Clarissa," Lady Sarah 
would tell hex to close the book, and take a 
turn in the dingy Square-garden with the 
cross-grained old Abigail^ whilst her ladyship 
and Miss Dawes deyoured the forbidden 
chapters during her absence ; so that Blanche 
had bnt a very confused idea of what these 
Toluminous works were about. 

When she was nearly sixteen, a certain 
wealthy old General Lorton Devereux arrired 
from Lidia, and one of his earliest visits was to 
the house of Lady Sarah Fitz- Walter, where, 
as a matter of course, he became acquainted 
with the bright, brilliant little Blanche. 

It 2009 said that General Derereux had, in 
former days, been a suitor for the &ir hand of 
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the Lady Sarah ; be that as it may, he was 
constantly calling upon her now, and 
mi^t have been seen sitting of an 
erening engaged at ^ chbbage ' with the anti- 
quated maiden. Blanche was always glad 
when he came, for her grand-aunt was never 
80 cross and bout to her when the General was 
present; and besides, he very often brought 
her some pretty Indian trinket or another 
to add to her very small stock of finery ; 
and 1 lanche was quite woman enough already 
to appreciate these little personal attentions. 
General Deyereux was a kind, hearfy old man, 
and could not but pity the unnatural and 
gloomy life which this lovely, spirited girl was 
doomed to lead with two prim and acnmonious 
spinsters, and in the kindness of his heart he 
determined to do what he could to soften tiie 
hardness of her lot 

Accordingly, he set to work surely, but 
cautiously ; for he was certain he should meet 
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with opposition from Lady S^rah if he attempted 
anything by a caup-de*main, at once. 

First of all, the crafty General allowed my 
lady to beat him every night for a week at 
cribbage— -then he inmidated her with presents 
of game, froit, China-yases, a parrot, and a 
poodle — ^then he took a box at one of the 
theatres (Lady Sarah dearly loyed a ^^ good old 
comedy/' bnt her miserly habits would not 
allow her to indulge her tastes) when Mrs. 
GloTor and Farren were to play in ^^ School for 
Scandal,'' &c., &c, &o. 

In fine, the General finessed famously, and 
when he expressed a wish that Blanche should 
ride with him eyery other day, and be allowed 
to accompany him to the Opera now and then, 
Lady Sarah's grateful heart would not permit 
her to say ^^ nay " to her valued old friend. 

Thus it was, that all Blanche Fitz* Walter's 
girlish pleasures proceeded from (General Lorton 
Devereux ; and soon his breast was made the 
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depository {ji her seorot thoughts and vidxes, 
and she looked upon him as the kindest and 
most indulgent c^ parents. 

One night, as this ^^May and Deoember'' 
were returning from the Opera to Lady Sarah's, 
the General told his yonng oompanion that on 
the morrow, business of importance would oblige 
him to leave Town f(»: Scotland. 

^^ But you will return in a few days T^ said 
Blanche. 

^* No, my child, not for six weeks or two 
months," was the reply, c^ken in a subdued 
tone. 

^^ Oh P' exclaimed Blanche, bursting into 
tears, '^ I wish you could take me with you ! 
I wish I could be always with you ! No one 
loyes me as you do !" 

^^ I belieye not^ my precious child," returned 
the General, his voice tremulous with feeling, 
as he kissed the soft forehead that leaned against 
his shoulder ; ^^ but,^' he continued, *^ are you 



\ 
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Bare that you would like to be always with me, 
as long as I live ?" 

^^ Oh ! indeed, indeed, I am V^ 

^^ Govld you consent to be an old man's wife, 
Blanche ?" 

Blanche started and withdrew her head from 
its resting place. 

" Forgive me, dear child !" murmured the 
General ; ^^ I was an old fool for uttering such 
an absurdity." 

** No, no, do not say that !" sobbed Blanche. 
" But, am I — am I worthy of such generous 
love as yours ? I, a poor, penniless girl. 

Again the young head rested upon the old 
man's shoulder, and — ^before a twelvemonth had 
expired, Blanche Fitz- Walter was Mrs. Lorton 
Devereux. 

Three happy years sped on, and not for one 
moment did Blanche regret the step she had 
taken. 

Her every wish was gratified, almost ere it 

H 6 
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was spokeo. All that wealth and devoted 
affection conld bestow was heis. 

How oonld she sufficiently revere and love 
him who had so nobly, so generoosly, snatched 
her from a state of irksome dependence ? 

Three happy years, I say, sped on, at the 
termination of which period, Blanche Deverenx 
was a widow of twenty. 

*' God bless thee, Blanche, my darling child I 
— ^my wife ! Thou hast been, indeed, a com- 
fort — a crown of glory to the old man's last 
days I Do not mourn for me, Blanche. Come, 
let me see thee smile once more, my child P' 

These were the General's last words. 

The youthful widow ulid mourn truly and 
deeply ; butit is not to be expected, at h.er age^ 
that her grief should last for ever ; so, be not 
flhockedy reader, that at three-and-twenty Mrs. 
Lorton Devereux should be found masquerading 
iu the '' Druid's Valley." 

iienoetbrth we shall meet her as quite a 
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little Queen of Ton — a favorite with almost 
eveiy one^ — ^the life and sonl of ball and ban- 
quet — and withal 

'^ sans peur et sans reproche V 
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CHAPTER XI. 



Meannvhile the d&j sinks &8t, the sun is set^ 
And in the lighted hall the guests are met. 

Shellbt* 



The night of the ball at Calyerley Castle arrivedy 
and the whole neighbourhood, for miles round| 
was in a perfeet fever of excitement All sorts 
of conyeyances, from the emblazoned carriage 
of nobility down to the one-horse fly of mild 
gentility, were whirling about in every possible 
direction^ Job-horses were at a premium, and 
delays numerous. On the invitation*cards^ 
'' bine ^ was the appointed hour for the gather-* 



> 
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log of fhe dans ; but nntil half-past Aerea^ 
the gratmg of axriTing wheels might be heard 
along the stately aveniie leading to the prinoi-* 
pal entrance of the Oastle« 

A little before ten, determined to be genUel^ 
the Wileys alight from a hired charrot^ (so our 
Sophy called it,) drawn by a pair of quadru- 
peds. Scoonesbury, in all the glory of a new 
page's suit, and wearing a cockade in hiB hat 
for the first time, holds open the door of the 
vehicle, as his master and mistress emerge from 
it with leisurely dignity. 

Dionysius is in full uniform, and looks 
amamgly imposing, standing in a martial atti- 
tude in the hall, whilstMrs. W. is in the cloak- 
room. He begins to grow rather fidgetty, and 
wishes Sophia would make haste, for the foot- 
men wiU stare at him, and he cannot help 
imagiaing, by the peculiar expression of their 
countenances, that they are not wholly ignorant 
of the part he had so recently played in the 
new Gunpowder Plot. 
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At last Sophia sweeps from the oloak-room 
into the hall, radiant, dazzling, superb in 
Oriental magnificence. 

Her dress is of India mnslin, elaborately 
trimmed with wreaths and other chaste deyicea 
in green beetles' wings ; her arms, wrists, and 
neck — ^for, on this grand occasion, Mrs Wiley 
is decoUetee — are a complete treasury of 
Eastern bangles, bracelets, armlets, chains, 
and necklaces. Her head-gear consists 
of a turban, or toque^ of scarlet satin and 
gold kincohj ornamented with a graceful 
spray of beetles-wings and a Bird-of-para» 
dise feather; and around her form, taste- 
ftdly draped, hangs a red scaii^ embroidered 
in gold. 

Thus arrayed, the Begum of Bose Bower ad- 
vanced to her lord, and, taking his arm, they 
proceeded into the tea-room. 

Meantime, a fly dashes up to the entrance, 
the door is opened, steps let down, and out 
rushes a little, bustlins:, rotund fisuret dressed 
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in a stiff black satin gown, pinned up in fes« 
toons all round, and displaying the simplicity 
of the calico lining ; the rosy, orer-heated face 
is overshadowed by a blonde cap, trimmed with 
blue ribbons (Lord Stalsfield's color) and 
scarlet poppies ; white kid gloves, with 
very long fingers, a coral brooch, a vast 
blofkie collar, and a blue gauze scarf, complete 
the costume. 

The little woman is evidently more than half- 
bewildered, and seems very much inclined to 
run out of the house again in pursuit of the 
retreating fly, when one of the footmen ap- 
proaches her as she stands in the middle of the 
hall, trying to impin her festoons, but sadly 
impeded in her purpose by nervous trepidation 
and long-fingered gloves. 

^^ Won't you walk into the cloak-room, 
ma'am ?" says the footman. 

"Nay, nay, young man," replies the new- 
arrival, in a painful flurry, " Tve no time for 
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tliat ; and I 'aven't no cloak to put away, bo 
what's the use ?'' 

^^ But one of the maids'll put you to rights, 
KzB. Tucker/' suggested the man-servant 

"Lor I Jim Brooks I why, if it aint youP 
exclaimed Kanny, delightedly recognizing in 
the powdered, handsome, young footman, the 
son of a former dairy*maid of her own, " and 
'ow do ye like your place, Jim ?" 

The stopping of another carriage at the por- 
tico called " Jim" away, or we know not how 
long poor Kanny might have detained him in 
conversation. 

Another smart lackey now addressed her, 
patromzingly inquiring if she would walk in, 
and take tea or coffee ?" 

"TeaP' repeated Nanny Tucker, "hless 
you I I teaed five hours ago I" 

All this time she had been struggling to 
unpin her dress, not a little to the amusement 
of the liveried gentlemen around. At last her 
friend, " Jim Brooks," came to her assistance. 



XHET ABB ONLY OOUSBSfSi 161 

and haying aooomplished the desired end/ he 
eondncted her to the foot of the grand-stair* 
ease, intimating to her that she was to ascend, 
and at the same time giving her name to the 
first of the series of footmen, who stood at re* 
gnlar intervals between the hall and reception- 
room above. 

"Mrs. Tucker!" exclaims a voice, a few 
steps higher than ITanny. 

"Fm a-coming, my Lord!" pants poor 
Nanny, trying to get np two stairs at a time, 
and imagining, in the simplicity of her honest, 
old, agricultural heart, that each reiteration of 
her name, as it passed from mouth to mouth. 
Bounded more angry and impatient than the 
last, " I'm a-coming, my Loid, as &st as ever 
I can ! It was no fault o' mine that the con* 
veyance from Jones's o' limehust were so be- 
hind-hand — my son Tom see'd Jones hisself, 
an' he promised — ^^ 

"Mrs. Tucker!" vociferated footman the 
fifth. 
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'^ Oh ! deary me, don't fluster me so P' er- 
postiilated Namiy, without pausiiig in her 
escalading mancBuviei alheit^ she looked some- 
what angrily at footman the fifth as she passed 
him, ^^ 'ow I do wish 'Lisher or Tom had a- 
eome wiih me ! Why, if this aint as bad as 
the tread-mill !" 

'^ Major and Mrs. Dionysins Wiley !'' cried 
a Toioe, just above Nanny Tucker. 

Our little farmeress^ who had hitherto almost 
entirely kept her eyes upon the stair-K)arpet, 
(as she held her gown before her with both 
hands, and continued her well-nigh breathless 
soliloquy,) now raised them, and beheld the 
radiant Major and his lady only a few steps in 
advance of her. 

Madam Wiley's as late as me — ^that's a com- 
fort !" continued Kanny, doubling her speed, 
and passing Dionysius and Sophy, with a sort 
of apology for not stopping to spedk to 
themA 

She need not have troubled herself honest 
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voxnaii I for had she stopped, of coarse, neither 
Major nor Mrs. Wiley would hare considered 
it adyisable to recognize her. 

The names of '^ Major and Mrs. Dionysios 
Wiley/' and "Mrs. Tucker," were now re- 
peated almost in the same breath, (so rapidly 
had the latter made her ascent) ; but Nanny 
wins the race, and giving a final shake to her 
petticoats, is ushered into the reception-room 
by the groom-of-the-chambers. 

Immediately on her entrance, Lord Stals- 
field graciously shakes her by the hand, and 
presents her to the Countess, when good Mrs. 
Tucker, very much out of breath, pours forth a 
confused apology for the lateness of her ar- 
rival, and the non-appearance of her sons, Tom 
and Elisha; at the same time, hoping that 
" My Lord'' and " My Lady" will not take it 
amiss, if she goes home directly after supper, 
as she has a " sight of fat to render'down^^heSoxe 
she goes to bed ! 
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The Wileys now appear, and aie qiiicldy 
followed byfhe pariyfiom fheWazren, eoD- 
aistmg of Mr. Wilmingixm, dare and Albert^ 
and Gertmde and Noel Yemon. 

The Countess announces that dancing has 
already commenced ; so !N^oel and Clare, Albert 
and Gertie, soon find themselyes vis^d-vis in a 
quadrille. 

The first figure was nearly over when fhey 
took their places ; therefore, !N^oel did not at 
once remark that Erederica Shirley and Lord 
Elverland were close to him on the left ; but 
Freddie had perceived him the instant he en- 
tered the ball-room, and her bright eyes shone 
brighter from that moment. 

^^Mr. Yemen, it would seem, could not 
withstand the temptation of the Castle ball ?' 
were the words uttered by the delighted 
girl, as she tetumed the pressure of Noel's 
hand* 

^^ I never intended to do so," replied Noel, 



i . 
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gaUanfly, '^and, besides, knowing |that Miss 
Shirley was to be here, I could not have stayed 
away, even if I would.'' 

'^Flattery! flattery, Mr. VemonI" cried 
Erederica, laughing, but blushing most elo- 
quently, nevertheless, '^how can you let him 
talk such nonsense. Miss Wilmington ?" 

^^ Does he talk nonsense?'' said Clare, 
simply, as she raised her sweet eyes to her 
handsome cousin's face, with such a smile, 
that Freddie turned hot and cold in the same 
moment. 

Frederica was obliged to own to herself that 
that smile was the most beautiful she had ever 
seen ; and she thought — 

" Were I a man, could I resist it ?" 

Noel, however, did not seem to observe it, 
as he was advancing in " ViU " at the time ; 
and Miss Shirley felt a little easier. 

Lord Elverland, during the last two minutes, 
had been biting his lips, and tugging at his 
gloves like a young, awkward country-squiie 
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at his first ball, instead of the self-assured, 
aristocratic man-of-the- world he was ; and his 
tone of voice, as he reminded his partner that 
her vtS'd'ViSy Hugh Fitz- Walter, was perform- 
ing a pas seul^ sounded none of the most 
amiable. 

Poor Planty wished with aU his heart that 
Noel Vernon had met with a railway acci- 
dent I 

*^ What an abominably good-looking, insinu- 
ating dog it is I" he mentally exclaimed, as he 
stole a side-long glance at the tall, young 
soldier. 

When the quadrille was over, Lord Elver- 
land led Frederica in the opposite direction to 
that taken by Noel and Clare. 

** A remarkably pretty girl. Miss Shir- 
ley !" 

"Do you mean Lady Anne Glenmore, or 
Miss Beauchamp?" asked Freddie; for the 
two ladies she named were at that mom^it be- 
fore them. 
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" No, no !" returned the Earl, rather snap- 
pishly, ^'I mean the girl who was dancing 
with that Mr. Somebody you were just now 
speaking to.'' 

" Oh — that is Miss Wilmington^ You must 
remember her at the pio-nic ?" 

*^ I remember very little about the pio-nic. 
Miss Shirley," resumed Elverland, "except 
that it was most painfully stupid/' 

"Your lordship is pleased to be highly 
complimentary !" retorted Frederioa, with a 
wicked smile. 

"Miss Shirley must surely know why I 
found the affair so stupid ?" 

" I suppose you were in a stupid mood," 
was the playful rejoinder. 

The orchestra here struck up a waltz — 

" You will dance this with me, Miss Shir- 
ley — will you not ?" asked the Earl, hastily, 
as he caught sight of Noel Yemen, who seemed 
to be coming straight towards them. 

"Let me see," replied Frederica, looking 
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at her tablets, on which several names were 
already written; for she, too, had observed 
KoePs approach, and was preparing to tell 
Lord Elverland a fib, if the said l^oel should 
come to seek her as a partner. 

"No — I am not engaged — I shall be very 
happy," continued Freddie, who saw that 
Clare Wilmington was on Vernon's arm, 
and that they were making their way into 
the magic circle of waltzers as fast as possi- 
ble. 

Elverland and Miss Shirley quickly followed 
them. 

" That Miss Wilmington is really lovely ;" 
said the Earl during a pause in the dance, 
as Noel and Clare flew past them. 

" Yes ; she is very pretty," answered Freder- 
ica, indifferently. 

" Your friend, Mr, What is his [name, 

Miss Shirley ?" 

" I suppose you mean Mr. Vernon ?" 
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" Exactly ! Mr. Vemon appears to agree 
in my opinion. They seem to be on most 
affectionate terms with each other. Do you 
think it is a case ?" 

"Mr. Vemon and Miss Wilmington are 
cousins !" replied F;rederica, purposely drop- 
ping her bouquety that Lord Elverland's atten- 
tion might be attracted from her, even for a 
second; for she felt that her self-possession 
was at a discount. 

" Only cousins I" said the Earl, recovering 
the fallen flowers, and carelessly examining 
them, " a most dangerous relationship, that, 
Miss Shirley.'^ 

" Have you found it so, Lord Elverland ?" 
asked Frederica, hoping to draw him off from 
the subject of Noel and Claris^. 

"Well — no — yes — I believe, in my young 
days, I once fancied myself desperately in love 
with Claudia Yandeleur; but it only lasted 
three months." 

VOL. u. I 
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Here they again joined the dancers. 

For the following waltz Noel Yemon did 
ask Frederica Shirley to be his partner, and 
most inde&tigably did they keep it up. 

Elverland, meanwhile, sulkily took his 
station beside Lady Claudia Yandeleur. 

^' Don't think of asking me to dance, Flan- 
tagenet !" 

^^ I was not dreaming of doing so." 

^^ I am exceedingly glad to hear it, for I 
should have been compelled to decline the 
honor. That dreadful quadrille with Lord 
Leybourne has nearly killed me I Why are 
you not dancing, Flanty ?" 

^^ I have had enough of it, Claudia — I think 
I shall go home.'' 

" Nonsense, child ! don't be absurd ! you 
know you cannot leave until Horace and 
I do." 

The Earl heaved a very ill-tempered sigh ; 
upon which Lady Claudia raised her eyes 
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to his face, and noticed what a particularly 

dolorous aspect it wore. 

^ " What is the matter, Plantagenet ?" 

" Nothing.'^ 

"Then you ought to be whipped. Now, 
pray, oblige me, Planty, and try to be amus- 
ing. You owe me thus much, lor I have 
been suffering ten minutes' torture at the 
hands of Lady Shirley, all for your sake !" 

*• I am exceedingly indebted to you, Clau- 
dia," returned Lord Elverland, more sullenly 
than ever, "but let me beg of you never 
to do violence to your feelings on my ac- 
count." 

Lady Claudia made no rejoinder. She knew 
there was no earthly use in talking to her cou- 
sin when he was in one of, what she called, 
his " spoiled-child moods ;" and observing the 
expression of his face, as Frederica and Noel 
Vernon waltzed by him, she instantly guessed 
at the cause of his sullen betise. 
I 3 
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'^ Can he have proposed, and been refused, 
or is it merely a jealous fit t" thought Ladj 
Claudia, ^^ the latter most probably. His exi- 
geant Lordship, I suppose does not quite ap- 
prove of the beautiful heiress's handsome 
partner I" 

Lady Claudia was correct in this last sur- 
mise. 

Sooth to say, poor Elyerland was beginning 
really to be more in lore with Freddie Shirley 
than with her fortune, and consequently hedid 
not at all like the bright smiles she was so 
lavishly bestowing upon Noel Vernon. 

The music again stopped, and so did the 
waltzers. 

Lady Shirley, (who had been angrily watch- 
ing her daughter's extra-amination during the 
last dance, and had shrewdly noticed the Earl 
of EWerland's irritation and annoyance, as he 
followed Frederica's graceful figure with his 
eyes,) was working herself up into a state of 
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fdver-heat, for she could no longer see ftnything 
either of Freddie or NoeL 

" They have marched off into some horrible 
flirting-room^ I make no doubt P' mentally 
decided Thomasina, her splendid diamonds 
seeming to emit sparks of fiery indignation, 
as she restlessly rose from her seat, with the 
intention of immediately flying in quest of her 
impolitic daughter. 

"My dear I" said Sir Bobert, fussily ap- 
proaching the ruffled matron, and followed by 
the hero of the night, " my Lord Ley bourne 
has honored us by particularly requesting me 
to introduce him to you ! Lady Shirley — 
Lord Viscount Ley bourne." 

Thomasina's maternal anxieties were, for 
the time-being entirely put to flight by the 
flattering presentation of the Earl of Stalsfield's 
son-and-heir, and with her most elegant 
courtesy did she acknowledge the Viscount's 
bow and smile. 
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^^ Haying already the pleasure of knowing 
your daughter, Lady Shirley," said Lord 
Leyboume, ^^and having been introduced to 
Sir Bobert by my &ther, this eyening, I was 
naturally anxious to extend my acquaintance 
to yourself, and now congratulate myself on 
that honor." 

* (The Election is near at hand, so the young 
Viscount must not be condemned for a little 
bit of humbug !) 

Lady Shirley courtesied again, and expressed 
unbounded delight on the occasion. 

" But where is Miss Shirley ?" asked Lord 
Leyboume, ^^ I haye not yet had the pleasure 
of dancing with her; and almost feai*, as I 
did not at once engage her, that I haye but a 
poor chance of s6ouring so perfect a vakeuse 
now." 

<<The darling girl was here a few minutes 
go," replied the enchanted Thomasina, ^^ and 
will, I am sure, be delighted to do the next 
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waits with your lordship. Haye you seen 
Freddie lately, Sir Eobert 1" 

^' I fancied that I saw her in the piotore- 
gallery with Mr. Koel Vernon just now, my 
dear/' answered the Knight. 

" Ah ! very likely,'' resumed Lady Shirley, 
with a violent effort to suppress the uneasi- 
ness, which the name of ISToel Vernon had 
again awakened, ^^ Sir Bobert, will you give 
me your arm whilst I go in search of her ? 
Naughty child ! I hope she isn't in any 
draughts." 

" Allow me^ Lady Shirley," said Lord Ley- 
bourne, offering his arm, ^' the sooner I find 
Miss Shirley, the better will be my chance of 
engaging her for a waltz." 

" Your Lordship is exceedingly kind," 
returned Thomasina, charmed beyond measure, 
" Sir Eobert ! keep my place for me." 

" Oh, certainly my dear." 

As Lady Shirley sailed down the whole ez- 
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tent of the spaciooa ball-ioom, in all the pomp 
of diamonds^ point-lace and amber-satin, lean- 
ing on the arm of the Viscount, many a high- 
bom mama and daughter envied her jewels 
and her escort, though they despised her 
plebeian birth ! 

^^ Mercy on us !'' exclaimed Mrs. Dionysius 
Wiley, to Miss Sacharissa Eokeby, whom she 
had been favoring with a highly -colored history 
of the scene she had witnessed between Alger- 
non De Lacey and " one of the Fitz- Walter 
girls," in the wood, " do look at Lady Shirley 
with Lord Leyboume ! How that woman 
does push /" 

^^ The Viscount knows that she is a better 
man than her little fool of a husband," replied 
Miss Sacharissa, who, for a change, had taken 
it into her whimsical brain to dororise with our 
Sophy for that night, ^^ and he wants the Oak- 
stone Park interest for the election !" 

^^ Of course he does !" exclaimed Mrs. 
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Bianysitis, obsequiously, " how acute you are, 
Miss Sacharissa ! But, do tell me, who that 
girl is in the blue-satin and black-lace flounces, 
talking and laughing with half-a-dozen officers 
opposite t" 

" Girl I" repeated Sacharissa, grimly," she's 
a widow !" 

" A widow !" echoed the Major's lady, look- 
ing scandalized, ^'with all those men round 
her 1" 

" Yes," rejoined Miss Sacharissa, spitefully, 
"that's Lord Stalsfield's niece, Mrs. Lorton 
Deyereux, the most audacious little flirting 
doll in Great Britain I But I must go and 
look for Nanny Tucker again, and have a talk 
about her son Tom's * short-horns.^ You v'e 
no taste for beasts, Mrs, Major Wiley, so don't 
you trouble yourself to go with me." 

Sophia curled her thin lips scornfully, as 
Miss Sacharissa Eokeby took her departure! 
As if she would demean herself, by associating 
I 5 
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with Nanny Tucker's son Tom's beasts and 
short-lioms I 

Another quadrille is now formed, and wbibt 
it is being danced, my reader and I will seek a 
cooler spot. 

There were seyeral " horrible flirting-rooms,^ 
and tempting recesses which had been conrerted 
into temporary bowers of flowers and ever- 
greens, as well as a magnificent conservatory, 
into which fatigued or loving couples might 
retire to eat ice and talk sentiment. 

Towards one of these tempting recesses, 
Frederica Shirley and Noel Vernon bent their 
steps after the waltz, and sitting down within 
it, they at once entered into a lively convert 
sation. 

" I am so glad to hear Lady Vemondale is 
welL Do you go back to Sir Charles Talbot's 
for her ?" 

^' Yes ; I return on Monday, and am to take 
Clare Wilmington and my sister back with me 
for a few days." 
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" Oh, indeed I'^ exolaimed Frederioa, to 
whom these words were far from agreeable, 
" then I fear there is no chance of our seeing 
Mr. Vernon at Oakstone before he leaves ?" 

" If Lady Shirley will not be frightened at 
a very early visitor, I intend, myself, the 
pleasure of passing an hour or two at the Park 
to-morrow morning ! I cannot return to Suf- 
folk without havmg heard you sing that song 
of Tennyson's." 

Noel Vernon had an unfortunately earnest 
way of saying commonplaces. Now he merely 
meant to be simply polite and friendly towards 
Freddie, without any marked empressement^ 
but her foolish young heart bounded as she 
listened to him, and placed her own construction 
on his every-day words. 

'*We shall be delighted to see you, Mr. 
Vernon ; and the earlier the better. 1 cannot 
sufficiently thank you for the song. The 
poetry and music are alike beautifuL" 
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'^You like melancholy songS| fhen, Miss. 
Shirley ?" 

'^I think I do. Merry ones make me 
sad." 

'^ I am surprised to hear this from you/' said 
Noel, feeling a greater degree of interest in 
his companion than he^ had ever done before, 
^^ I should have thought Miss Shirley one of 
the last people in the world to own herself an 
admirer of the pemero^oP 

^^ You consider me light and frivolous, then, 
Mr. Vernon ?" 

** Far from it," replied Noel, more warmly 
than he had any idea of," but you always 
appear so bright and buoyant, that I imagined 
you the very soul of joy and happiness." 

^^ But one can be happy and joyous, and yet 
love sober thoughts and quiet moments." 

Noel looked at Frederica as though he ex- 
pected to behold a smile that would belie the 
seriousness of her words; but the beautiful 
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fsLOGy with its downcast eyelids^ wore an ex- 
pression of soft earnestness^ which made it 
look more beautiful than ever. 

" Can this be Lady Shirley's daughter ?" he 
asked himself, as he gazed upon her with 
genuine admiration. 

Two figures passed the bowery recess in 
which Noel and Frederica sat. 

They were the Lady Amy Fitz- Walter and 
Algernon De Lacey. 

Shortly after, Lady Shirley's voice was 
heard, loud and hilarious, like the trump of 
victory. 

" Where can my truant have hidden herself ? 
I am afraid your Lordship's patience will be 
quite tired out before we find her.'' 

The voice which replied, was not the Earl 
of Elverland's, and Frederica congratulated 
herself on the fact. 

^^ At last I am fortunate enough to discover 
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yaoy Wm Shiziey," said Loxd L^bomne, ^^ if 
jou are not ^igaged to Mr. Yemoii for tba 
next waits or galop^ may I hare ibB pleasaze 
of danoiDg it with you ?' 

'^ Oh ! she is not engaged, I am sure ;" 
cried Thomasina of Oakstone, annoyed beyond 
meamire that the Yisconnt^ (in whom she 
already imagined she had fonnd another road 
to the peerage tor her danghter), should find 
Frederica thus iete-d-iete with a poor honorable 
cornet. 

^^ No ; I am not engaged. Lord Leybonzne ;'' 
added Miss Shirley, rising. 

^^ Perseverance its own reward !" exclaimed 
the Yisconnt, offering his arm to Freddie ; my 
lady still holding on at the other side, deter- 
mined not to have Noel Vernon as her escort. 

" To-morrow — what will to-morrow bring?" 
Frederica asked herself, as she returned to the 
ball-room^ quite heedless of the angry looks her 
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mother shot at her behind Lord Leyboome'a 
back from time to time. 

To-morrow brought disappointment and 
yexation of spirit to more than one of that gay 
throng. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 



The fiery rain of wine 
Falls, and the dew of music more diyine 
Tempera the deep emotion of the time. 

Shbuat. 

0, maryeilouslj modest maiden, you ! 

Tub Pbivoeib. 

The more he strove 
To adyance his suit, the farther from her lore* 

Theodore and Honoria. 

Mendoza — What would*st thou, Lopez? Hence with idle 

preface. 
And speak thy meaning boldly ! 

LopeZy 'Tis my duty 

That forces from my lips at such a season 
What I must grieve to speak, a^d you to hear. 

Mabcblla. 

After feasting cometh sorrow, 

The glad night hath the weary morrow. 

Old Sating. 



Affeb supper, and when Lord Leyboume's 
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health had been drunk, a general moVQ took 
place to the ball-room^ where every one was 
expected to take his, or her, part in Sir Roger 
de Coverlet/^ of which three different sets were 
formed. 

At the top of one stood Lady Stalsfield and 
the corpulent little Mayor of Limehurst ; of a 
second, Lord Stalsfield and the Mayoress ; and 
of the third. Lord Leyboume and Mistress 
Nanny Tucker, who, after the Champagne, 
footed it away as bravely as the best, quite 
forgetting the many years which had elapsed 
since last she did such a thing as well as the 
grand folks amongst whom she was capering at 
present. 

Lady Claudia Yandeleur, who was the 
partner of Sir Ranulph Eokeby very soon 
begged to retire to a seat, and with the courtly 
Baronet beside her, amused herself by watching 
the different amusing members of the corps de 
ballet J some of whom had evidently not partaken 
sparingly of their noble host's wine. 
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For instance^ there was Sir Samuel Culpepper 
— swinging the &ir Cassandra Rokeby laand 
in such good earnest, that it was a peifeel 
marvel how her Chinese little figure managed 
to maintain its equilibrium. 

Major Wiley, too, who had led out the 
gaudy wife of a Limehurst wine-merdhant^ 
was prancing about after a most unique sort^ 
much to the annoyance of his Sophy, and the 
delight of Miss Sacharissa Bokeby, who had 
again seated themselyes together, haying 
refused to join the dancing throng. 

Sir Samuel Culpepper somewhat boisterously 
solicited the hand of the latter lady, but finding 
her unpropitious, had seized upon poor Miss 
Cassandra, and carried her off, before she 
knew what she was about. 

Then there were Colonel Yandeleur and 
Miss Etheldreda ; Sir Eobert Shirley and Lady 
Idonia; the Mayor's lanky son and Lady 
Alicia ; the pedantic Mr. Churchill and Mrs. 
Lorton Devereuz; Lady Shirley and Lord 
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Elverland, &o , besides Noel and Clare ; Fred 
Glenmore and Frederioa; Lena Graham and 
Hngh Fitz- Walter ; Lacy and Bichard ; Albert 
Wilmington and Gertrude, &o. 

As for Algernon De Lacey and Lady Amy^ 
tbey seemed not to have been separated all the 
ey^ng. 

Mrs. Dionysins Wiley had noticed this, and 
now she whispered something more to Miss 
8acharissa about the mysterious scene in the 
wood. 

At the end of a quarter of an hour, the 
ranks of ^Sir Roger^s ' army began to thin, and 
a few departures took place, amongst the first 
of which, was that of Nanny Tucker, whose 
carriage had for some time ^^ stopped the way.^ 

Her exit was almost as eccentric as her 
entry ; for, dropping about fifty bob-courtesies 
in a minute to the Lord and Lady of the Castle, 
chatting and smiling the while, she suddenly 
rushed out of the ball-room, and galloped 
down stairs as though she were pursued by one 
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of her son Tom's ^^ short-horns " in a state of 
'insanity. 

Haying pinned np her festoons, and taken 
an affectionate leave of ^' Jim Brooks/' she 
bounced into the fly, vowing to herself that if 
she had a thousand votes at her command, they 
should be * plumpers for my Lord Viscount 
Leyboume, every man- Jack of 'em I' 

For full twenty minutes after the departure 
of Nanny Tucker, did some of the Sir-Roger-de" 
Coverley-ites continue to " welt the floor," as 
they say in Ireland ; but at last came a lull, 
and a pretty general sally towards the refresh- 
ment-rooms. 

Amongst the thirsty souls, we shall find Sir 
Samuel Culpepper and Major Wiley, bent 
upon another glass of champagne or sparkling 
Moselle. 

<< Indeed, cousin Samuel, I do not require 
anything !" expostulated Miss Cassandra, as 
she strove in vain to remove her hand from the 
rough Baronet's ann. 
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^^ Don't tell me that Cass I" returned Sir 
Samuel, holding the brittle little lady tighter 
than ever, " why, you're all in a tremble. Tou 
must have something !" 

** But, really, cousin — " began Miss Cas- 
sandra, who was quite afraid to trust herself 
out of the room with her burly, and decidedly 
partly-inebriated kinsman. 

" Tou don't know what's good for ye, Cass !" 
cried Sir Samuel, winking facetiously at Diony- 
sius, and his gaudy partner, ^^does she, 
Major ?" 

^^ Miss Carsandra cannot do better than — I 
do not speak unadvisedly. Miss Cassandra — I 
have heard several of the most renowned of the 
faculty say it — that after dancing — ^in itself a 
most healthful exercise " 

^^ Ah ! yes — I dare say," interrupted Sir 
Samuel, with a loud gufiaw, ^^ and all that — 
and all that, Major I Come, cousin Cass ! take 
a wise man's advice, and ^ drink to me only 
with thine eyes ' if you like that better than 
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^wine, rosy wine;' but, I'll warrant, when 
yon see the champagne, you'll soon change 
your note 1" 

The Major and the ^ine^merchant's lady 
laughed pleasantly at the jolly Baronet's 
jocosity; and poor Miss Cassandra, with a 
piteous glance around, to see if any one was 
coming to her rescue, was hurried from the 
room. She mentally likened herself to "the 
lady " in ComuSy when in the power of that 
disreputable gentleman and his crew of Bac- 
chanals ! 

** Like " the lady," too, she persisted in 
refusing the wine-cup ; not so, Sir Samuel 
Culpepper, Major Dionysius Wiley, and his 
many- coloured partner. 

Whilst the Baronet was tossing off a third 
glass, Miss Cassandra caught sight of Mr. 
Wilmington and Mrs. Graham passing the 
door of the refreshment-room, and was about 
to fly and place herself under their protection, 
when Sir Samuel, again imprisoning her hand, 
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insisted on taking a turn in the picture-gallery 
to cool themselyes. 

^' Indeed, Sir Samuel Culpepper, I must go 
back to my brother I I have no doubt the 
carriage is waiting for us.'' 

** Hoity-toity, cousin Cass ! what a spirit 
we're got !" cried the Baronet, with another 
horse-laugh, ** but don't be bothermg yourself 
about the carriage yet awhile I It's only just 
upon two ; and Sir Banulph didn't order his 
coach to be here till three." 

Poor little, prim, timid Miss Cassandra dared 
not make any farther resistance, for she had 
heard that it was yery unwise to contradict a 
tipsy man ; and, from his red face, unsteady 
eyes, and peculiar manner of utterance, she 
felt pretty sure that Sir Samuel was tipsy. 

So, into the gallery they proceeded, followed 
by Major Wiley and the wine-merchant's 
lady. 

As dancing had commenced again, there 
were very few persons in the said gallery ; and 
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those who were there, were either unknown to 
Cassandra, or too much occupied with their 
own sayings and doings, to observe the distress 
of the unfortunate damsel. 

Into one of my Lady Shirley^s "horrible 
flirting-rooms'' Sir Samuel conducted his fair 
kinswoman ; the Major and his companion hay- 
ing tarried behind. 

As they entered Miss Cassandra felt a little 
more comfortable, for she saw a gentleman and 
lady standing at a table, with their backs 
towards the door. 

" I'm afraid we shall spoil sport here, cousin 
Cass !" said the Baronet, in what he intended 
for a sotto voce^ but which, notwithstanding, 
caused the lady and gentleman to look round 
suddenly. 

They were Amy Fitz- Walter and young De 
Lacey. 

Miss Cassandra's strict notions of propriety, 
and her dread of being alone with her exhila- 
rated relative, were, in some measure, appeased 
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by finding the room was not quite vacant ; and 
trusting that Sir Samuel would not commit 
himself, she advanced towards the table, with a 
determination of not losing sight of Lady Amy 
and Mr. De Lacey, until she met with Sir 
Banulph or Miss Eokeby. 

I magine the astonishment of Miss Cassandra, 
when Amy Fitz- Walter, with a look like that 
of a startled fawn, darted through a door at 
the other end of the room ! 

^^How very pale Lady Amy is'! Is she ill, 
Mr. De Lacey ?" 

" No — yes — she has danced too much, I 
fancy — the ball-room was very hot." 

And with these words, spoken as if he had 
no idea what he was talking about, Algernon 
De Lacey hastily made his exit by the other 
door, through which Miss Cassandra Eokeby 
and Sir Samuel Culpepper had just entered, 
leaving that worthy pair in a state of wonder- 
ing amazement. 

" Eum go I" elegantly exclaimed the Baronet. 

VOL. II. K 
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^' Moit oxtmordinary !'' cried 
rorf3:ctting hor former alarms in the pleasnre of 
having mot with what she considered a mysta- 
rious and n)muntio adventure. ^^ What can it 
moan V" 

^' Moan I cousin Cass ?" returned Sir Samuel, 
sagely, aA lie soatod himself on a couch, '^ sit 
down and Til ti>ll ye.*^ 

Miss Cassandra immediately obeyed his be- 
hest, ovorlookiugf in the new interest which 
had just sprung up, her horror of a tipsy 
man. 

And really, the truculent Culpepper now 
assumed so sage and serious an aspect, that the 
gejitle spinster began to think she had done him 
a wrong in supposing that he had taken a little 
loo much. 

^^ Cousin Cass — ^you saw how those young 
folks took to their heek just now ?" 

« Certainly I did." 

" Well — ^why do you suppose they did so ?' 

<< I am aure, cousin Samuel| that is movefhan 
I can mjJ^ 



\ 
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^^Then, III tell you. Those young folks 
have a sneakiog kindness for one another !" 

" A what ?" asked Cassandra, looking asto- 
nished. 

*^A sneaking kindness," repeated Sir Sa- 
muel, " they're spooney !" 

" Oh ! — ah ! indeed !" ejaculated the innocent 
maiden, perfectly mystified, 

"Now you see, Cousin Cass, when young 
folks are spooney, they like to be alone — they 
don't find it always convenient for other folks 
to come too suddenly upon 'em. Do you take 
what I mean ?" 

" I think I do," returned Miss Cassandra, 
hesitatingly, as she cast her eyes down de- 
murely, and fiddled with her bracelets. 

"Well — what do I mean?" resumed the 
Baronet. 

<^Why-.I suppose— perhaps. Cousin Sa- 
muel, you are hinting at a mutual attachment 
between Lady Amy and Mr. De Lacey ?" 

" You've hit it to a T, Cass ! — Now you know 
K 3 
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why the young folks cut and run, when we 
popped in upon 'em. — Did y(m ever do such t 
things Cousin Cast ?" 

^^Good gracious! Sir Samuel Culpepper P' 
cried Cassandra, whose nerves had not le- 
ceived such a shock since she was horn, '^ / — 
Sir Samuel T' 

Such a question addressed to Aer, once more 
re-awakened her alarm. The Baronet must he 
intoxicated ! 

" Yes, t/ou^ Cousin Cass ! — Come ! don't be 
ashamed of owning the soft — what-d'-ye-call-it, 
to me ! "" Why, arn't we cousins ? — You don't 
mean to tell me that a likely lass, such as Cass 
Rokeby, never had a string of fellows after 
her ! — I have not forgot Tommy Cuppage, 
if t/ou have ! Why he was over head imd 
ears — " 

" Hush !" whispered Miss Cassandra, who, 
to tell truth, was more than half pleased at 
being reminded of her only conquest; " if 
Sister Sacharissa should hear you ! — ^You know, 
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Cousin Samuel, she always tbought that Mr. 
Thomas Cuppage admired A^r." 

^^ Saoharissa be hanged !'' cried Culpepper, 
emphatieally striking his stout thigh with his 
huge hand, '^ Cousin Cass is worth a cart-load 
of Saoharissas ! — Didn't she show off her airs to- 
night, and wouldn't dance with me? — and didn't 
you — I'll tell you what it is, Cass Eokeby ! 
— I'm a downright, straight-for'ard, honest 
Man of Kent, and I want to get settled in life 
— and quite time I should, tool Now, you 
see, I did think Saohary was just the woman 
for my money ; but I made a mistake, and the 
long and the short of it is. Cousin Cass, that if 
you — ^" 

" Oh I — Cousin Samuel — positively — I — 
really — " stammered Miss Cassandra, who had 
never before in her life been placed in so inte- 
resting a position ; for novice though she was, 
she felt that she stood on the threshold of her 
ftrit proposal, and from the man upon whom 
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she had always looked as the adorer of Sacha- 
rissa, ^^ I must not listen to you I" 

Cassandra Eokeby was as mudi agitated as 
so prim a little body eould be, and deddediy 
not ill-pleased withal ; for was she not at last 
in a position to realize the truth of those tender 
scenes between Mathilde and Malek AdJkelj over 
which she had so often dropped the tear of 
sensibility ? 

^' And why must you not listen to me^ Cousin 
Cass?'' cried Sir Samuel, taking his kinswo- 
man's hand in his; his utterance becoming 
more indistinct| as she imagined, from the force 
of his emotion, " I say it again-^and I'll say it 
as long as I live — Cass Eokeby's worth fifty 
cart-loads of old Saoharissas I What are you 
gaping at, Cass?" continued the enamoured 
Baronet, who had his back to the door which 
communicated with the picture-gall^y. 

Miss Cassandra made no reply, but vainly 
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struggling to release her hand, sat, pale and 
rigid, with her smaU eyes opened to their 
widest extent — a mute embodiment of speech- 
less terror. 

" Eh ? what is it, Cousin Cass 1" said Sir 
Samuel, looking round. 

Within a few paces of the sofa, stood 
Miss Sacharissa Bokeby and Mrs. Dionysius 
Wiley! 

Grand climax 1 and ^^ k diable a guatre P^ 

We'll shift the scene. 



<^ Miss Shirley ! I cannot longer bear this 
uncertainty. You must have seen the deep 
impression which you have made upon me; 
therefore, I do not think you can be surprised 
when I say, I love you !" 

Frederica had certainly perceived Lord El- 
verland's admiration, but she was not at all 
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prepared for so sudden a declaration as that 
which had just burst from the Earl's lips. 

She involuntarily started and turned pale. 

" From the first moment I saw you, Frede- 
rica," continued Elverland, vehemently, "I 
admired you more than any other woman I 
had ever seen ; and when I had the delight of 
knowing you, I felt that I should love, as I 
had never loved before. Every hour that I 
have passed in your presence has but encreased 
and confirmed that love and admiration. Our 
acquaintance has been brief, I own ; but adora- 
tion such as mine, needs not time to strengthen 
it. The sudden love of Bomeo and Juliet I 
once looked upon as unnatural and absurd — 
mere poetical romance ; but, Frederica, you 
have taught me to think otherwise. My whole 
heart is yours !" 

The Earl paused, and fixing his eyes on 
Freddie's agitated face, seemed to await a 
reply. 
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'^ Indeed, Lord Elyerland/' she said, with 
an effort, '^ this abrupt and unexpected avowal 
does surprise me. I know not in what words 
to answer you.'^ 

^^ I am aware that T have been precipitate, 
Miss Shirley," resumed the Earl, impetuously ; 
^^ but your behayiour this evening has driven 
me — " 

" To what do you allude, my Lord ?" inter- 
rupted Frederica, proudly; her high spirit 
rising up in arms at the slightest hint of his 
daring to play the censor. 

" Forgive me. Miss Shirley ! I did not wil- 
lingly intend to offend you. The depth and 
power of my affection must > plead my ex- 
cuse." 

" Lord Elverland ! I must beg of you to 
speak plainly. I am not one who can tamely 
bear any imputation to be cast upon my con- 
duct. May I again ask, to what did you just 
now allude ?" 

The Earl was not used to hear this kind of 
X 5 
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thing from a woman's lips, and was raiiier 
puzzled how to proceed. 

"Miss Shirley — Frederica — " he began; 
then hesitated. 

Frederica bowed haughtily, as much as to 
say— 

" I am all attention. Pray, proceed !" 

" During this evening," continued Lord EI- 
verland, feeling monstrously ill at ease ; (ob- 
serving which, Freddie determined to maintain 
her ground right womanfully IJ " I have seen 
you bestowing your smiles where they are not 
valued — wasting those words, to me so pre- 
cious, on any good-looking, empty-headed cox- 
comb who — " 

*'My Lord!" exclaimed Frederica, th€ 
angry blood burning in her cheeks, as she cast 
a defiant glance of scorn upon him, " do yoi 
know what you are saying ?' 

'' Dear Miss Shirley I" resumed the Earl 
apologetically ; for be felt that he had no com 
men spirit to deal with, and dreaded lest h( 



TEST AJtB ONLY 00U8IN8 I 20S 

should offend, where it would be no easy mat- 
ter to gain pardon, ^^ I do not venture to east 
the slightest shadow of blame upon yourself ; 
but, by Heaven ! I could not quietly stand by, 
and see such self-satisfied puppies as Frederick 
Glenmore and young Vernon enjoying the 
privilege — " 

" You have sufficiently explained yourself, 
Lord Elverland !" interrupted Frederica, in a 
steady, quiet voice ; not a muscle of her usually 
changeful face betraying what her feelings 
were, " it is growing late. I had better return 
to mama.'' 

^^ What am I to understand by this. Miss 
Shirley ?" asked the Earl, with a piteous look 
of mystification at that beautiful but now im- 
passable countenance. 

" That it is time to be thinking of returning 
home." 

" Frederica ! you must not leave me 
thus !" 
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" Of course I expect you to conduct me to 
mama^ my lord*'' 

^^ Miss Shirley ! are you heartless, as yon 
are lovely ?" 

'^ Heartless !" echoed Frederica, with a 
strange smile, ^^ I should have thought that 
the Earl of Elverland, by what he said a few 
minutes since^ considered that my heart was 
so large it required a great many objects to 
fill it !" 

Saying this, Frederica rose from her 
seat. 

The Ute-d'tete we have just been listening 
to, took place in a quiet corner of one of the 
drawing-rooms. Several other people were 
there also, but, of course, there was nothing 
peculiar in seeing Miss Shirley and Lord El- 
verland, or any other lady and gentleman, en- 
joying a flirtation by themselves, and so this 
memorable conversation was as uninterrupted 
as that of Lady Amy and Algernon De Lacey 
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had been in the wood ; more so, indeed, for 
Sophia Wiley was not close at hand on the 
present occasion, to play the part of listener- 
extraordinary ! 

Oh ! if she had been ! 

I have said that Frederica rose from her 
seat. 

" One moment, Miss Shirley !" pleaded El- 
verland. 

Frederica reseated herself quietly. 

" Before we separate," said the Earl, in low 
and earnest accents, ^^ tell me, may I hope that 
you will allow me to — " 

" Lord Elverland," interrupted Frederica, 
^^ I thank you for the expressions of interest 
and regard you have honoured me with ; but, 
I must, at the same time, beg of you to con- 
sider them as though they had never been ut- 
tered." 

"Do you mean this, Frederica 1" 

'^ Lord Elyerland has no occasion to doubt 
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my wordy" was the calm, but decided^ 

ply- 

A merry group now entered the drawing- 
room, much to the relief of Frederica, who felt 
that she could no longer command her emo- 
tions, or keep up the part she had just been 
playing. 

" Only half-an-hour longer, Claudia !" ex- 
claimed Lady Idonia Fitz- Walter, who was 
one of the party coming into the room, ^^ do 
make this tiresome little wife of yours stay, 
Colonel Yandeleur! Every one appears to 
be on the move. How absurd people are ! 
Claudia ! you shaU not go, that's positive !" 

" But, indeed, I must, Idonia," replied Lady 
Claudia, clinging to the Colonel's arm as 
though she were ready to drop, ^^ you cannot 
imagine how fatigued I am ! Am £ not, 
Horace ? But where is that tiresome Elver- 
land ? Oh ! there he is. Plantagenet ! we 
have been looking for you this quarter-of-an- 
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hour ! We are quite ready. Gkxxl-iiight, Miss 
Shiriey I" 

" Do not go, please, Lord Elverland !" ex- 
claimed Lady Idonia, ^^ we want to get up a 
good ffahp for d^finale.^^ 

The Earl made anything but a gracious re- 
ply, and, with Colonel V'andeleur and Lady 
Claudia, beat a speedy retreat. 

Frederica immediatdiy joined Lady Idonia's 
party, amongst whom were Mr. Wilmington, 
Clare, and Noel. 

'^ Miss Wilmington," said Lord Ley bourne, 
now entering from the ball-room, as the or- 
chestra struck up a favorite galop ^ '^ at last we 
shall have our promised dance.^' 

" Miss Shirley, if you are not too tired, may 
I have the pleasure ?" 

It was Noel Vernon— one of the " good-look- 
ing, empty-headed coxcombs — " who spoke 
these words ! 

Frederica, who, a minute before, had longed 
for the quiet and solitude of her own chamber, 
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^WkBR »e Any aad AlgenMB?^ oied 
Ladr Marr, Limjitt g iatto iSbe dnwiBg-room, 
foOovod bj bar cbbbxi, liie boy-gmnfaman of 
the late pie-iue, '"liaTe joa seen fhem, Idonia ? 
Ladj EDeii? AsUer and I faaw looked for 
them in evenp iaiagiiiaUe plaoe. It is so 
rerj stiqiid of them to go hiding themselres 
in this way ! Amy was engaged for this 
gabp to Ashley Forars, and Algernon to 



me/' 



"Xerer mind, Mary," said Mr. Dormer, 
" yon shall be my partner." 

" Bnt, Ashley Ferrars— " 

'^Lord Ashley will perhaps honor me?^^ 
said Lady Ellen Dormer, in her off-hand way 
^* vive la gaioppe /" 

Faster flowed the music, and faster flew the 
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dancers, as though the gaieties of the evening 
were only just commencing ; although, the 
fading flowers, waning lights, and sup- 
pressed yawns of ehaperoneSy told a far different 
tale. 

Lady Stalsfield came up to Lord Leybourne 
and Clare Wilmington as they paused for 
breath. 

"Walter I do you know what has become 
of Amy? I do not think I have seen her 
since supper.'' 

" And Mr. De. Lacey, too ?" said Mrs. 
Graham, who now approached with Lena^ 
" it is really time that we took pity on you, 
dear Lady Stalsfield, and thought of returning 
home. Lucy, my love, do not dance any 
more ; the carriage has been announced some 
time." 

" But where is our Enight, the Sieur De 
Lacey ?" asked Lucy, joining the little group 
with her partner. 
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"That is just what I have been asking," 
returned Mrs. Graham. 

" Perhaps he went home with Mr. Graham," 
suggested Lord Ley bourne, "who left some 
time ago." 

"Very likely;" said Lucy, "and yet I 
soarcely think such a preux chevalier ^ as Mr. 
De Lacey, would take so unceremonious a de- 
parture." 

"You forget, Lucy, how spoiled he is at 
the Castle !" added Lena, laughing. 

At this moment, Lord Stalsfield, entering 
the ball-room, advanced hastily towards the 
knot of talkers. 

" Is anything the matter 7' asked the Coun- 
tess, remarking that the Earl was deadly pale, 
and seemed agitated. 

"Has any one seen Amy, lately?" en- 
quired Lord Stalsfield, Mrithout replying to his 
wife's question. 

The query met with a general negative. 
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" Nor Algernon De Laoey ?^^ 

No one had seen him for some time. 

The Earl trembled from head to foot, and 
drew the Countess aside. 

In another minute, Lady Stalsfield, was 
seen to totter towards a seat. 

'* Excuse me, Miss Wilmington !" ex- 
claimed Lord Leyboume, flying to his father 
and mother — 

In few words, Amy Fitz Walter had eloped 
with De Lacey. 
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OHA^PTEE IX. 



The dftjt luooeeded each other — 
Daji, and week and months. 

LONOFBLLOW. 

Be attenty 
And time that ii so briefly spent, 
With jour fine fancies quaintly eche ; 
What's dumb in show, TU plain with speech. 

PerioUSt Prince of Tyre, 



How useful is a Chorus in a play to tell the 
audienoe what has taken place between the 
aeto! 
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A Chorus, in a modem novel of every-day 
life would not, I opine, be altogether admis* 
sible ; but, if my reader will adjourn with me 
to the Pink-drawing room at Eokeby Place, 
our dear friend, Mrs. Major Wiley, will en- 
lighten us on certain points necessary to the 
understanding of the progress of our '* Life 
Drama." 

Six months, or thereabouts, have elapsed 
since the night of the eventftil festivities at 
Calverley Castle. 

Sophia Wiley is spending the day with 
Misses Etheldreda and Cassandra Eokeby. 

But where is sweet Sacharissa ? 

It may be as well to answer that question, 
before we join the other three ladies in the 
afore-named Pink-Drawing-room. 

Of course, my reader has not forgotten the 
electrifying scene, over which, like the painter 
of the immolation of Iphigenia, we drew a 
veil — the scene in which Cassandra Eokoby 



^1 
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and Sir Samuel Culpepper, took so prominent 
a part? 

^^ Cass Rokeby's worth fifty cart-loads of old 
Saoharissas !" 

Musical words were these to salute the ear 
of the trusting yirgin, who fondly imagined 
that me at least of the dull race of mankind 
could appreciate the independent spirit and 
gigantic intellect of Sacharissa Bokeby! and 
that OTie — Samuel Culpepper I Whether the 
injured woman at once laid hands upon the 
perjured Baronet, we know not; for so 
obstreperous was the ire of Sacharissa, that her 
sister and Sophia Wiley concealed their terri- 
fied faces with their pock6t-handkerchie&, and 
Sir Samuel was too fuddled, and tipsily-amazed 
to know much of anything that occurred; 
consequently, as there were no others wit- 
nesses from whom we could learn particulars, 
we must form our own ideas on the sub* 
ject. 



ii) 
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This we know, that Miss Sacharissa suddenly 
left Bokeby Place the morning after the ball, 
and engaged lodgings at Margate, for three 
weeks; during which period, she purchased 
a farm adjoining the estate of Sir Samuel 
Culpepper, and in a month took up her resi- 
dence there ; naturally much to the satisfac- 
tion and delight of the Baronet. 

The courtly Sir Banulph had attempted to 
expostulate with his strong-minded sister on 
the bad taste and impropriety of thus with 
drawing herself from ^' the home of her fa- 
thers." Sir Banulph might as well have 
whistled. Sacharissa declared that she would 
never again ^^ sleep beneath the roof which 
sheltered that little twining viper, Cassandra !'' 
And Sacharissa was as good as her word. 

Having said thus much of the absent fair 
one, we will now join the trio in the Fink- 
Drawing-room. 

^^ While you and Miss Cassandra were in 
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Deyonshirei my dear Miss Bokeby/' said Hi 

Ij: 

Wiley, "I called twice at the Manor Fan 

The first time, I met with Miss Sacharissa 

home, and I thought she seemed rather please 

than otber^rise, to see me, though she did n 

i press me to repeat my visit. However (y( 

I know how tender-hearted I am), hearing th 

[ your sister was laid up with a violent cold, ai 

thinking I might be of some comfort to he 
the Major and I walked up a second time 
the Manor Farm, and were making our way 
the front door, when Miss Sacharissa rushi 
out, muffled up, in what appeared to me 
shepherd's great-coat, and desired us immed 
ately to quit the premises, as she did n 
encourage ^ beggars, blood-suckers, or ma, 
pies' !" 

" How excessively unladylike !" murmun 
Cassandra ; '' what did you say, my de 
madam ?" 

" At first,'' resumed Mrs. Wiley, her kni 



). 
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ting«pio8 clicking an obUgato accompaniment, 
^^ I imagined it must be a joke ; so the Major 
and I laughed pleasantly." 

<< < You are pleased to think it funny, are 
yon V exclaimed Miss Sacharissa, v^ith mch a 
look at the Major and me; ^ we'll soon see 
which dog is to have the day P 

^^ Then she gave a loud whistle, and out from 
the hall-door dashed two of the most ferocious- 
looking hounds I ever saw, as big as donkeys ! 
They flew straight towards the Major and me, 
barking and growling as if they were mad. I 
thought I should have fainted; but there 
was no time to spare; so the Major and I 
ran for our lives, the savage beasts close at 
our heels, whilst we could hear Miss Sacha- 
rissa diouting with laughter, and urging them 
on." 

^^Sacharissa must be insane!" said Miss 
Etheldreda^ looking most heartily ashamed of 
her amiable sister's proceedings; ^^such con- 
duct is a disgrace to the name of Bokeby of 

VOL. n. L 
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Bokeby ! Fray, my dear madam, do not men- 
tion this to Sir Banulph; it would distress 
him beyond measure.'^ 

^'DonH suppose it for a minute, Miss 
Eokeby/' returned Mrs. Wiley; "I have too 
much regard for dear Sir Eanulph's feelings. 
I suppose you have heard from Sir Samuel 
Culpepper, that he is thinking of letting the 
Hall ?" 

"No," said Miss Etheldreda, with some 
astonishment, " I was not aware of anything of 
the sort ; and we were not likely to learn it 
from Sir Samuel himself, as we do not often 
meet nowy 

Sophia stole a glance at Cassandra, who, 
for a wonder, was bending a little out of 
the perpendicular, and blushed up to the fore- 
head. 

The proposal had been nipped in the bud, 
and Sir Samuel had never alluded to anything 
of the kind since that night. 

Miss Cassandra sneezed nervously, and said 
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isbe feared she must have caught a little oold on 
her journey from Devonshire. 

" Nothing like treaole-posset or white-^ine- 
whey," said the Major's lady ; " but touching 
Sir SamuePs removal from Culpepper Hall, 
Miss Eokeby — I believe he intends it. It 
appears that he and Miss Sacharissa are not 
the best of neighbours. They have had a dis- 
pute about a right-of-way, or something of 
that sort; and Miss Sacharissa has shot a 
favorite dog of Sir SamuePs for poaching on 
her property ; besides several other small dif- 
ferences.^ 

Neither Miss Etheldreda nor Miss Cassan- 
dra seemed exactly to relish this topic, so our 
acute Sophy dropped it, and started another. 

" How dull the neighbourhood is, now that 
there is no one at the Castle ! I wonder whe- 
ther the Earl and Countess will return to 
London for the season ?" 

" Not any of the family, I believe," answered 
L 3 
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Miss Bokeby, '^ except Mr. ChurchiU and his 
bride, Lady Jane, and Lord Leyboume. Lady 
Stalsfield is so &r from well, that she is 
recommended to remain in Italy some montbs 
longer." 

" Ah I poor thing I" sighed Mrs. Wiley, 
shaking her head, lugubriously, ^^ that business 
of Lady Amy's may end tragically yet. Who 
can say but it may proye the Countess's death- 
blow ? I never thought that Mr. De Lacey's 
being so often at the Castle could lead to any 
good. I saw a great deal more than many 
others did I It appears that the young gentle- 
man's uncle (who is his guardian, also, I am 
told) is as much displeased at the match as the 
Eaii himself." 

"Who can wonder at it?" returned Miss 
Etheldreda, " such a mere child as Lady Amy 
is! and Mr. De Lacey scarcely more! — And 
then the disgraceful notoriety of an elopement ! 
Had they waited two or three years, I have no 
doubt but that both the father and uncle would 
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hare willingly given their consent to the 
marriage." 

<< Some people say that the young couple are 
Tory badly ofif/' remarked Sophia, ^^ and that 
neither Lord Stalsfield nor General De Laoey 
will allow them sufficient to admit of their 
living in England.'' 

<< Which I assure you, madam, is not cor- 
lect," said Miss Bokeby ; '^ Lady Amy and her 
husband are, to my certain knowledge, at this 
present time residing at a beautiful little place 
of General De Lacey's, near Avonmere Abbey, 
in Somersetshire; and such a parent as the 
Earl of Stalsfield would not be likely to 
auffer a daughter of his, let her be ever so 
erring, to know the want of personal or neces- 
sary comforts.'' 

'^ He's an excellent man I" acquiesced Mrs. 
Wiley, with another of her sage shakes of the 
head, ^^ but, talking of Avonmere Abbey, Miss 
Bokeby — ^the young Marquis of Avonmere is a 
constant visitor at the Warren." 
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'' Indeed V 

" Yes ; he is there nearly every week, and is 
looked upon hy the Wilmingtons quite as one 
of the family ; for, when I called at the Warren 
last Monday, I heard Mrs. Wilmington say 
something about ^ Lord Avonmere's room,' as 
naturally as could be. Well — ^it will be a fine 
match for Miss Clare !'' 

^^ Miss Wilmington going to marry the Mar- 
quis ?'' cried Miss Cassandra ; ^' why I thought 
young Mr. Vernon — '' 

" They were only cousins, my dear lady !" 
interrupted Mrs. Wiley ; " Mr. Vernon sailed 
for India shortly after the Castle ball.'' 

^^ But that would not prevent an engagement 
between him and Miss Wilmington, madam," 
persisted Cassandra. 

"Certainly not," returned Sophia, senten- 

tiously ; ^^ but, mark me, ladies ! the Marquis 

^^of Avcmmere's the man for Clare Wilmington's 

The Bokeby-risters were always silent when 
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Mrs. Dionysius indulged in these figurative 
expressions. 

^^8ir Bobert Shirlej called at Crossleigh 
Priory when first the Marquis came back," 
resumed Sophy, with a contemptuous little 
laugh, ^^ but I fancy his Lordship merely left 
his card in return; so there's no chance for 
Miss Freddie in tliat quarter !" 

" When we left for Devonshire," began Miss 
Cassandra, ^' it was supposed that Lord Elver- 
land—" 

^'Tes, Miss Cassandra, it was supposedj*^ 
broke in Mrs. Wiley, wagging her head know- 
ingly, with a significant smile ; " but, strange 
to say, the Earl of Elverland has never been to 
Oakstone Park since Lady Stalsfield's ball. I 
believe he went to Pans on the following 
Monday, and is there now, for aught I know. 
Some people say that he was jealous of Freddie 
Shirley's goings-on with Mr. Vernon; and 
others, that he was in love with Lady Amy 
Fitz-Walter ! However that may be, the Earl's 
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off| and poor Fred looks sadly pale and un- 
happy. As for her mother, she grows more 
proud and airified every day.'' 

<^And the Grahamsr asked Miss Ethel- 
^bredai always striving to change the subjeot, 
when Mrs. Dionysius waxed spiteful. 

^^ Oh I they're very much as usual, my daar 
Miss Bokeby," replied Sophia; ^^but very 
busy getting Miss Lena's things ready. She's 
to be married, next week, to that Scotch cousin 
of hers. The Miss Beauchamps, Clare Wil- 
mington, and Lucy Graham, are to be the 
bridesmaids." 

The luncheon was now announced, and our 
three ladies closed their gossip for the time- 
beipg. 



A 
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CHAPTEB X 



Toai noire nusonnement se rdduit il c6der an sentiineni. 

PA80A&. 

Mi laguerb tacendo 
Delia mia sorie amaya, 
Ma^ ch'io son t*ami, O caro / 
Non lo sperar da ma !" 

MXTASTASIO. 



A WSRK after the much-talked-of ball at Cal- 
yerley Castle had elapsed ; and Oakstone Park 
and Yale Court had seen nothing of each 
other. 



i 
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Lady Shirley could not understand it. She 
worried poor dear Sir Eobert nearly out of his 
life on the subject ; and hinted, on one occa- 
sion, to Frederica, that if Lord Elverland did 
not soon appear, after having behayed so 
pointedly, Sir Eobert must certainly write and 
ask him " what his intentions were 7^ 

Freddie had kept as a secret, hitherto, all 
that had taken place between the Earl and 
herself at Lady Stalsfield's, dreading lest her 
coarse-minded mother, on learning the truth, 
should blurt it out to every one who should 
chance to come in her way. 

" Can you account for such strange be- 
haviour, Frederica Shirley, I say ?" vociferated 
the incensed Thomasina, finding that her 
daughter did not seem inclined to take any 
notice of the threatened interference of Sir 
Eobert, " if you can — speak out ! Don^t sup- 
pose that I am going to permit Lord Elver- 
land to * blow hot and cold,^ just as he pleases, 
where mt/ child is concerned ! No ! no ! 
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nothing of the sort, I can assure him I If Lord 
Castlefield was fool enough to let him trifle 
with his daughter, Lady Anne Glenmore, all 
well and good ; but I can tell the Earl of El- 
verland, he wont catch another Lord Castle- 
field in Thomasina Shirley ! If we don't hear 
or see something from Vale Court to-morrow, 
I'll—" 

" Mama !" interrupted Prederioa, with one 
of those high looks that made even her not- 
over-sensitive mother quail, "be so good as 
not to do, or say, anything that would make 
yourself and me appear utterly ridiculous ! 
Lord Elverland, doubtless, has very good 
reasons for not repeating his visits to Oakstone 
Park." 

" Eeasons !" echoed Lady Shirley, redden- 
ing most unbecomingly, " and, pray, can you 
guess what they are ?" 

" No one better ; except it be Lord Elver- 
land himself I" The coolness of this reply made 
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a perfect boiling-spring of the inflamTnalito 
Thomasina. 

^' Frederica Shirley ! yon are my daughter ; 
I am your mother ?" 

Freddie did not attempt to gainsay this 
tact 

^^ Yon don't deny the tmth of what I say ! 
Then, as yonr mother, I command yon, as my 
daughter, to explain the meaning of Lord El- 
verland's abominable and dishonourable con- 
duct !" 

^^ His lordship has not behaved dishonour- 
ably, as far as / am concerned," answered 
Frederica, haughtily. 

^^No?^^ exclaimed Lady Shirley, throwing 
more expression into that little monosyllable 
than we know how to convey, " what is it but 
dishonourable ! disgraceful ! nngentlemanly ! 
unmanly ! hlacJcguardly I to lead a silly girl on 
to—" 

** Mother !" cried Frederica, in accents that 
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ttme from the heart, ^^ you make me blush to 
think I am your child! Such words &om a 
woman's lips !'' 

Even Lady Shirley looked abashed, as this 
quiet, but earnest rebuke fell from her daugh- 
ter's lips. 

" Freddie I my darling !" she whined, " you 
know it is all for your sake ! I cannot bear to 
see you wronged." 

^^ It is you, mother, who have wronged Lord 
Elverland.^^ 

" I ? how ? what do you mean ?" 

^^You accused him of acting dishonour- 
ably !" 

" 1 know I did." 

" And therein you wronged him !" 

* * Prove it. Miss Shirley I" 

^^ I wilL I might now, at this moment, have 
been the promised wife of the Earl of Elver- 
land, had I not rejected his proposals at Cal- 
verley Castle, last Friday night !" 

" Promised wife I proposals 1 1 rejected 1 1 /" 
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shrieked Lady Shirley, hurling herself on to 
the sofa, in one of her most violent fits of 
hysterics, ^^ Oh I oh ! this shock will kill me ! 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha !" 



The "morrow," on which Frederioa had 
built such high hopes, came ; and with it, came 
Noel Vernon. 

True to his promise, he reached Oakstone 
Park at an early hour, before its sovereign- 
lady, indeed, had left her pillow after the 
fatigues of the Countess of Stalsfield's 
baU. 

Sir Eobert had already ridden over to Lime- 
hurst on business; so Noel passed more 
than an hour alone with the beautiful 
heiress. 

Frederica sang for him the song he had sent 
her; and never did she sing so touchingly 
before. 
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Noel Vemon, although entirely an amateur^ 
was as excellent a judge, as he was a passion- 
ate lover, of music ; and his commendatioBS 
were perfectly rapturous, as he hung over 
Miss Shirley, and entreated her to repeat the 
song. 

Again Freddie sang it; and, as might be 
expected, her performance was none the worse 
for the praises just bestowed upon it by Noel 
Temon. 

** Oh, Miss Shirley !" exclaimed Noel, as the 
strains died away for the second time, " this is 
indeed a delicious banquet for the ear! I 
could sit and listen to you all day !" 

Frederica's heart beat joyously, and her 
soft cheek flushed. 

Another and another song was asked for, 
and time flew on. At last, the musical sounds 
of a fairy time-piece reminded Noel of the 
length of his visit, and he rose to take leave, 
somewhat abruptly. 
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" It is yery early, Mr. Vemon," said Freda* 
rica, as she felt her cheek turn paleri ^^ mama 
will be vexed — ^^ 

She could not finish these words of comnum* 
place falsehood ; and came to a sudden pause. - 

^< I am exceedingly sorry not to have seen 
Lady Shirley," returned Noel, without mueh 
regard to truth, ^^ but I must not stay longeTi 
I regret to say, for I have promised to walk 
with my uncle and Clare as far as the Grahams'. 
Poor Mrs. Graham is greatly distressed about 
this unfortunate affair of De Lacey and Lady 
Amy, and is very anxious to speak to my 
uncle on the subject." 

" We shall see you again, Mr. Vernon, be- 
fore — ^you leave England ?" 

" I fear not ; for the * Fortunatus,' sails a 
week earlier than was first intended ; so, I be- 
must be my farewell- visit." 
out his hand, and Frederica placed 
Le scarcely knew what she was 
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^^ Oood-bjre, Miss. Bhirley I" said Noel, a 
beaming from those eloquent eyes upon 
her now pale fiiee, ^^ do not forget me whilst I 
am away. I Bhall expect a mesisage from yon, 
sow and then, in Clare's letters, to remind me 
^ this last delightful hour at Oakstone. Your 
delicious songs will haunt me for many a day 
to come. Who knows, when next I hear 
them from your own lips, whether I may not 
ibe a Major-Gteneral ! and you, if report speaks 
4nily, the fEorest Peeress in the British 
malms I Once more, good-bye, dear Miss 
Bhirley !" 

<< 6ood«bye I and God bless you, Mr. Yer- 
non !" returned Frederica, in a low tone. 

In another moment Noel Yemen was 
>gone. 

So much for the ^' morrow !" 



Pays and weeki^ and mpnths q^ on. 
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Frederica Shirley was no longer the same 
bright, high-spirited being she had been. 

Her mother's coarse out-breaks of temper, 
and vulgar self-assumption, now, but seldom, 
had power to provoke a retort from Frederica ; 
and when they did, the poor girl generally 
gave in at last. 

She was indeed changed. 
' At first, when she found her ^^ love-dream," 
had brought nought but disappointment and 
humiliation upon her, her proud heart accused 
Koel Yemen of unfeeling levity and dis- 
honorable trifling, and her spirit rose up 
against him, armed by anger and contempt. 

But then, when calmer moments came, re- 
flection made her ask herself — 

"Why am I angry with him? for what 
should I contemn him ? Did he ever tell me 
that he loved me ? Has not my own wayward 
heart deceived me? Why, why did I not 
question it before? And you, too, mother I 
why did 1 believe, and listen to, the flattering 
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suggestions of your ambition? You once 
were anxions that I should be Noel Yemon's 
wife — you spoke to me of his evident admi- 
ration ! You taught me^ (vain fool that I was !) 
to see hve in every glance he bent upon me ! 
His every trivial word addressed to me, I 
twisted into a meaning of my own ! And for 
this — for my own blind folly — I am to con- 
temn him ? No, no ! Heaven forbid ! Prede- 
rica Shirley shall learn to be just to him — true 
to herself P^ 

In spite of her wretched education, she was 
a noble creature ; but she needed the stimulus 
of higher, holier aims than those to which her 
ignorant mother had directed her mind from 
earliest childhood. 

Since Frederica had thus examined and 
questioned her heart, she had three or four 
times come in contact with Clare WilmingtoUi 
and each time did she struggle to overcome the 
jealous emotions which the sight of that gentle 
girl aroused in her bosom. 
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Frederica knew, too well| that she handf 
loved Noel Yemon, though he loved not her. 
Then vhy, she asked herself, should she feel 
this jealousy of Clare, for loving where die 
eould not doubt Clare was beloved in return ? 

A hard question this, for which Erederiea 
could find no satis&ctory answer. 
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CHAPTER XI. 



Cicilf — That letter^ sore, doth not my hdj please 

Yet, now, she smiles — and now, she sighs again. 

Cauriieri Dauffhier. 

Fosthumui ——Pop my sake wear this ; 

It is a manacle of loye. 

Cymbdine. 

No disguise can long conceal loye where it really is* 

La Roche/aueauk, 

jTi^ma**— ^ My dearest madam, 

Let not your hate encounter with my loye. 
For loying where you do. 

All'i Well thai Bndt WeU. 



Wbiijbl Mra. Dionysios Wileji and fhe Miflse^ 
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Etheldreda and Cassandra Rokeby were 
settling the affairs of the neighbourhood, in the 
<< pink drawing-room/' Clare Wilmington, 
seated in her favorite ^* hermitagOi" was 
perusing, for the third or fourth time, a long 
letter, written on thin foreign paper. 

She too, as well as Frederiea Shirley, ap- 
pears to have undergone a change, since last 
we saw her ; but Clare's calm, spiritual beauty 
remains still the same. It must be in the 
deepened expression of those large, sweet 
eyes, that the change is apparent. 

The letter she holds in her hand, is the 
second she has received from Noel Vernon, 
since he left England. 

The first had been filled with an account of 
his voyage, and tender recollections of home ; 
breathing in every line the spirit of affection. 

Clare treasured that letter, as her dearest 
possession, for Noel himself seemed to be con- 
versing with her as she read it. Sorrowful 
had been their parting hour; but Noel had 
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eren then only spoken to her as his most 
dearly-loved sister. Clare tried to persuade 
herself that this was all she had expected, or 
had any right to expect from him. 

How she succeeded is best known to her- 
self. 

As she now sits in the little " Hermitage,'^ 
with the second letter, received that morning, 
in her hand, her face wears a disappointed and 
dejected look ; as though the letter did not 
contain all she looked for. 

Is it so ?" 

What did she look for ? 

She reads on : — 

^^ Colonel Marsden and his family have 
shown me the greatest kindness since I arrived 
at B — J and I am almost as much at home 
with them as I used to be with certain Wil- 
mingtons, at the dear old Warreu ; not that 
there is much chance of my ever feeling the 
same affection for the Marsdens, though, that I 
do for those same Wilmingtons ; so do not be 
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jealous, dear Clare I Georgiana, the Colonel^i 
second daughter, is one of the loreliest giA^ 
I ever saw, and sings divinely, though she 
does not quite eclipse my fiur coz, or Frederica 
Shirley. Qeorgie and I were singing last 
night, two of the duetts which you and I, 
Clare, used to astonish the ears of the natiyes 
with.^' 

^^ How often he mentions these MarsdensI" 
thought Clare, and she could not help wishing 
that he would not sing her duetts with Greor- 
giana ; for Clare herself had never sung them 
since NoePs departure. 

She felt as if she should not like the 
Marsdens, were she to know them ; and yet 
she ought, far their kindness and attention to 
" dear Noel !" 

<^ I am sitting to Louisa Marsden for my 
likeness, and nothing would content Georgie 
but that I must be taken as a cavalier of 
Charles the First's time. Imagine your big, 
six-feet-one cousin, dearest Clare, tricked out 
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in yelvets and satins ! I kicked against the 
idea for some time, but was obliged to yield 
at last. Miss Georgie Marsden is one of those 
bewitching little vixens who is sure to gain 
her point at last !" 

Clare thought how handsome Noel must 
look in a cavalier's costume I But, then, she 
began to consider it a great piece of imper- 
tinence in Georgiana Marsden, to imagine that 
any, the most gorgeous or picturesque dress in 
the world, could possibly add to what, in her 
cousinly eyes, was the perfection of manly 
beauty ! 

And Clare was not very far wrong ; for Noel 
Vernon could seldom see as handsome, never a 
handsomer, fellow than himself. 

" I am delighted to find, from my darling 
mother, that Vernondale writes so much better 
an account of himself ; and I hope, long before 
I return to Old England, to hear that ' Edward's 
himself again !' I wish you could find a wife 
for him, Clare ; he will always want some one 

VOL. II. M 
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to look after him. Harry, I suppose, is betting 
and steeple -chasing, as usual ; though Gertie 
says something about Lady Anne Gleomore's 
having taken him in hand. I wish the Lady 
Anne luck with all my heart ; for nothing but 
speedy matrimony will save my sporting step- 
brother from going to the dogs." 

Such was the general style of Noel Vernon's 
letter to Clare Wilmington. Kind and affeo- 
tionate and confidential, certainly, but perfectly 
hrotherliJce. Had it not been for that conversa- 
tion between Lady Vernondale and Noel on 
the Terrace at Sir Charles Talbot's, the young 
gentleman's style would, most probably, have 
been rather more what his fair cousin expected 
(for Clare did expect it, despite her philosophy !) 
and she would not then quite so readily have 
offered the letter for her father's perusal, as 
she had done. 

" Perhaps the next may be different !" she 
again said to herself, with a half-stifled 
sigh— 
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^^ And yet," after a pause, " what fault can 
I find with this ? No brother could write more 
affectionately ; and dear Noel and I are only 
cousins /" 

As she was turning and twisting the letter 
in her slender white fingers, looking at the 
seal, the direction, the post-marks, she heard a 
sudden sound, and raising her eyes, saw Fre- 
derica Shirley standing on the very spot, where 
she had stood that day, when she was so 
startled by the " uncousinly attitude " of Clare 
and Noel. 

"You see, I have not been ceremonious, 
Miss Wilmington," said Frederica, as she ran 
down the path to the ^ Hermitage,' " for though 
the servant told me you were at home alone, 
and not very well, I determined to find you 
out, and say * good-bye 1" 

" Are you leaving Oakstone so soon, then ?" 
asked Clare, making room for Miss Shirley, on 
the bench beside her. 

" Yes, we go to town to-morrow." 
M 3 
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^^ It is Tery kind of you to come and see me 
beforo you leave," said Clare, sweetly; for 
Freddie's pale cheek and subdued yoice and 
manner at once touched her gentle heart, 
** shall you bo away long ?' 

^* Wo remain in London until quite the end 
of the season, and then papa talks of a tour in 
Clermany." 

^^ I wish, for your sake, Miss Shirley, that 
you wore going on your tour first ; for you do 
not, at prosent, look equal to much gaiety or 
cxcitoment/' 

" Do I not V^ returned Frederica, with a 
mournful smile. 

"Indeed you do not!" resumed Clare, 
" for some time past I have felt anxious 
about you, and wished you had a sister 
to make you take care of yourself ; though, I 
doubt not, Lady Shirley does that." 

Frederica's heai^t smote her, as she listened 
to these kindly expressions of interest in one 
who had entertained, hitherto, feelings so 
opposite for Clare. 
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^^You have noticed the alteration in me, 
then, Miss Wilmington ?" said Frederica, with 
emotion, " and have — hsLTe^-^itied me ?" 

The proud girl hesitated before she uttered 
the word — ^^ pitied "•— but she looked into 
Clare Wilmington's lovely eyes, beaming with 
earnest sweetness, and hesitated no longer. 

Tears trembled on Frederica's long eye- 
lashes. 

^^ Dear Miss Shirley !" exclaimed Clare, 
taking Freddie's hand in her's, ^' I spoke, just 
now, of a sister. You have no dster — ^let me 
be your sister ?" 

Frederica's bosom heaved ; she turned aside 
her head ; and Clare felt how her hand trem- 
bled in her's. 

^' Clare Wilmington I" she said, in a broken 
voice, ^^ do not speak such words of kindness 
to me ! I — ^I do not deserve it from you.'* 

'^ Dear Frederica," rejoined Clare, observing 
with astonishment, the agitation of her usually 
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high-spirited^ self-possessed eompamoii, '^do 
not deserve — what can you mean T^ 

'^Do not ask me Clare; I am humbled 
enough already." 

" Froderica ! when, a few moments ago, I 
offered myself as your sister, I did not speak 
tliou;;htlessly ; I meant what I said ; and 
now, lot me, as a sister, if it will be any relief 
or comfort to jour evidently overburthened 
I'coliijgB — lot me entreat you to confide your 
cuuHO of sorrow to me ! I do not wish to be 
iiitruHive but I see that you are unhappy — ^ill 
— Kufforing, either in body or in mind, 

and " 

'^ Clare !,'^ interrupted Frederica, whose 
Icurs wore now falling fast, " I must again 
repeat it — I do not deserve this kindness from 
you, I have sinned against you in my heart, and 
am even now doing so ! Forgive me, dear, 
sweet Clare I and pray for me ! I cannot 
explain I" 

Clare Wilmington was quite bewildered. She 
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knew not what to make of Frederica's strange, 
wild words ; and she could but ask herself—^ 
" can she be in her senses ?" 

A pause of some minutes ensued. 

A hair-bracelet fell from Clare's wrist, close 
to her companion's foot. 

Frederica stooped, and picked it up. 

She looked at it earnestly before giving it 
back to Clare. 

" Is not that Mr. Vernon's hair ?" 

'^Yes; and this, in the clasp, is Aunt 
Eleanor's and Gertrude's. The bracelet was 
Noel's parting-gift." 

** May I look at it again ?" 

** Certainly, dear Frederica. Is it not beau- 
tifully made ?" 

**Very," replied Frederica, smoothing the 
glossy hair with her fingers. 

Another pause. 

" Ton often hear from No — Mr. Vemoii, I 
suppose ?" 

^^ This is only the second letter I have re- 
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oeiyed. Noel alludes to your beautiful siugmg 
in it." 

"Does he?" exclaimed Frederica, a bright 
smile lighting up her face, for an instant, with 
much of its former beauty, " is he well ?" 

"Both well and perfectly happy," replied 
Clare, with her eyes fixed upon the letter in 
her hand. 

" Perfectly happy, away from you, Clare ?" 
" Away from his mother, his sister, and his 
home, rather," said Clare, with reddening 
cheek. 

" Surely, you should stand first ?" 
" I — why ? I am only his cousin .'" 
" But are you not— excuse me, Clare, if I 
am taking too great advantage of a sister's 
privilege — are you not engaged to Noel Ver- 
non ?" 

It was now Clare's turn to betray agitation, 
as she tremulously negatived the abrupt ques- 
tion. 

The tone in which she spoke was so sad 
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that Frederica guessed at onoe that there was 
another troubled spirit in the " Hermitage " 
besides her own, and her heart yearned towards 
her sister-sufferer. 

^* Clare ! dearest Clare I" she said, " are you 
angry with me ?" 

" Angry, Frederica — why should I be ?" 
" For — for — Clare ! I can now explain to 
you why I could not listen to your words of 
kindness ! Have patience and forbearance, 
and I will tell you all !" 
" Do not, if it will pain you, Frederica." 
"Pain!" repeated Miss Shirley, speaking 
hastily, as though she feared her resolution to 
confess her weakness might give way to the 
reserved promptings of pride, "I must not 
shrink from that pain, which my own vain 
folly has brought upon me. Perchance, Clare, 
you, with your mild, gentle spirit, and feminine 
sensitiveness, will turn with wonder, if not 
with a stronger feeling, from me, when I have 
told you all. But if even so, speak I must I 
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All my life I haye stood aloof from forming any 
of those close and affectionate intimacies which 
seem natural between girls of our age, when 
thrown together. I taught myself to regard 
these devoted friendships as sickly and ridi- 
culous, and closed my stubborn heart against 
thom. But now, dear Clare, I find that I am 
but constituted as other girls are ; I can no 
longer live without human sympathy. You 
know my mother, Clare ! and will not be sur- 
prised, when I tell you, I cannot meet with 
sympathy at home." 

Clare Wilmington's arm stole round Fre- 
derica's waist, as she murmured — 

" Let me be your friend !" 

A silent kiss sealed the contract ; and soon 
poor Freddie had poured out the fulness 
and sorrow of her heart into Clare's sisterly 
bosom. 

With blushes of shame, and many bitter 
tears, did she unfold the story of her vanil^ 



^ 
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and weakness. She did not spare herself ; she 
told aU. 

For the fitBt time she had bowed her hanghty 
spirit to confess herself wrong to mortal 
ear. 

Was she more unhappy — did she feel 
humiliated for having done so ? 

Clare's tears flowed freely; but a sweet, 
loving smile, though it was not quite without 
sadness, beamed from her eyes, as, with her 
arm still embracing Frederica, she said — 

** God comfort and strengthen you, dear 
friend and sister !" 

Freddie laid her head upon Clare's shoulder, 
and for some minutes both were silent. 

At length the former spoke — 

" And you do not despise me then ? You 
can generously forgive my jealous, wicked feel- 
ings for yourself, Clare ?" 

No verbal reply was needed. 

Clare again kissed the flushed and tearful 
face, and drew her friend closer to ksr — for 
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fiiends — ^true, fast friends were fhey from that 
day! 

Noel Vernon was beloved by both. 

Frederica Shirley had just confessed her loye 
for him; and though Clare Wilmington did 
not in woTd% confess the same, she felt that her 
secret was known to her who leaned upon her 
bosom. 

" You will write to me, from time to time, 
Clare, will you not ?" 

'' Indeed, I will V 

" And do not fear to give me advice, for 
much shall I need it, when surrounded by the 
temptations and dissipations of my London* 
life. The spirit of vanity and pride is still 
within me. Though subdued for a time it is 
not destroyed. Oh ! Clare, I wish that I were 
at once going abroad ! I sadly distrust 
myself." 

*^ That very distrust, dearest Frederica, will 
prove your strength, if you do but earnestly 
seek support from above." 
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" I will strive to do so," replied Frederica, 
sadly ; for she felt at that moment how weak 
she was in herself, and her heart misgave her, 
*^ Heaven hless yon, dear, dearest Clare." 

The two girls kissed one another, and with 
many last words of adieUj they parted. 



When Freddie Shirley set ont for the War- 
ren, drawn thither by the restless wish to hear 
something of Noel Vernon even from the lips 
of her supposed fortunate rival, she dreamed 
not that she was about to make a friend for 
life. 

Clare fortunately touched the distressed and 
softened heart, at the fitting season, or it might 
have remained closed in its proud reserve for 
ever 
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CHAPTER XII. 



Sir Walter — Hah I Master Simon, how go things at home t 
Hirnon - Marry, as well as may he, gallant sir; 

The ancient homestal standeth where it did, 
And Mistress Alice hlooms as fiur as aye ; — 
But stiU, some changes have been wrought by 

time, 
Which thou would*8t read more readily than I, 
By token that thou'st been so long away — 
A nd how doth Lady Edith bear the rout 
0* London life % 

Courtier's Daughter. 



Mks. Dionysius Wiley spoke but the truth 
when she asserted that the Marquis of Ayon- 
mere was a very frequent visitor at the War- 
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ren. More than a fortnight neyer passed now 
without his spending a day or two with the 
Wilmingtons. He refused all other invita- 
tions. This, of course, caused such coun- 
try neighbours as were not gone to town 
for the Season, to make their comments ad libi- 
tum ; and, naturally enough, every one came 
to the conclusion that Clare Wilmington must 
be the attraction which drew the young widower 
so often to Calverley. The Marquis, it was 
well-known, very much disliked Crossleigh 
Priory ; and in an equal ratio admired Avon- 
mere Abbey, yet, he had paid but two short 
visits to the Abbey, since he had come in for 
the title and estates. Besides, all the aristo- 
cratic world was now in London. Why was 
not his Lordship there also? His wi^'e had 
been dead so long, that no one's ideas of de* 
cency and propriety could be shocked by his 
once more entering into society. 

** Depend upon it. Major," Sophia Wiley 
would say to her husband, (when she could find 
no one else to talk to), ^^ that girl, Clare Wil 
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mington, will be a Marchioness before the 
year's out! What'll my Lady Shirl^ say 
to that?' 

" May I ask you, Sophia, — ^but you always 
fly to conclusions — as my old friend, Brigadier 
Bostock's lady, used to do — ^a very, excellent, 
superior woman, nevertheless— the kindness I 
received from her and the Brigadier, when I 
had fever at Bangdum, I can never forget — 
without sufficient grounds for so doing — what 
authority you have for saying so ?" 

" Authority ! the authority of my own 
reason. Why in the world should the Mar- 
quis of Avonmere stay at the Priory — a place 
he detests — but for the sake of being within 
reach of the Warren — and why does he wish 
to be within reach of the Warren, but because 
Clare Wilmington lives there ?" ' 

Again Mrs. Wiley was right 

Qare's society was balm to Lord Avonmere's 
wounded spirit. Her gentleness, her refine- 
ment, her soft beauty, but especially the strong 
resemblance he traced in her to his lost 
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GKnerra, drew him towards Clare by a spell, 
the influence of which he sought not to resist* 
The possibility of his forming a second matrix 
monial tie, howeyer, had never yet entered the 
Marquis's brain ; and so constantly was Ginevra 
the subject of his conversation with Clare, that 
he felt sure she would not misconstrue his 
attentions. 

The London Season was drawing to a close, 
and many letters, meanwhile, had found their 
way from Frederica Shirley to Clare Wilming- 
ton, in all of which she spoke of the hard 
struggle she still maintained to subdue her re- 
bellious heart ; and though she did not men- 
tion Noel Vernon by name, Clare could see that 
he still held but too prominent a place in 
Frederica's regard. 

Two Indian-mails came in without bringing 
a line from Noel to any one at the Warren. 

Mrs. Wilmington thought it rather strange ; 
Mr. Wilmington rejoiced at it ; and Clare — 
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" Pray, my very darling Aunt Mary, do use 
your maternal authority over that naughty Clara 
and insist on her joining mama and me in 
Chester Square^ for a few days^ before we leaye 
Town for SuJSblk. I have twioe, since ihe 
beginning of May, written to ask her to come 
and stay with us, if even but for a short time, 
all to no purpose. So now I address myself to 
you, dear auntie, hoping that I may meet with 
better success. At the end of next week, 
mama and I take our departure for the Eookery, 
whoro we shall remain about a month. Then 
we go to Mrs. Lorton Dovereux's, and after 
that to the Duke of Saxington's. These being 
our present plans, you see there is no chance of 
my meeting Clare until late in the autumn, 
unless she will throw aside her recluse's veil 
and rosary, and come to Chester Square at once. 
Do beseech her to come, aunt Mary, if you love 
your little Gertie. Harry reallff seems as if he 
had made up his mind to present mama with a 
^^*daughter-in*law at last. He rides with 
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Lady Anne Glenmore every day, and positively 
has brought himself to sit out a whole opera, 
because it was a favorite of my Lady Anne's. 
We heard from dear Vernondale on Thursday. 
He was just starting on a tour through Egypt 
and the Holy Land ; so we shall not see him 
for another year or two, I suppose. He says 
he is now quite well, and has thrown ^ physic 
to the dogs.' 

" Noel's letter, by the last mail, was to me. 
He writes in excellent spirits, and fills half a 
sheet with the charms and perfections of Miss 
Georgiana Marsden. I imagine you have none 
of you, at the Warren, heard from him this 
time, for he desires me give a thousand loves to 
you all ; and to Clare he begs me to say, that 
she shall have a letter next month. We were 
at a very clever, stiff conversazione at Lady 
Jane Churchill's last evening, where we met 
Lord Leyboume. He gave a much more 
favorable account of his mother, and spoke of 
having been into Somersetshire, to see poor 
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Lady Amy De Lacey. Do not let Clare disap- 
point me this time, &c., &c., &c." 

" Dear little Gertie I" exclaimed Mrs. Wil- 
mington, when she had finished reading the 
letter to her daughter ; ^^ I think I can but 
write one kind of answer to this earnest appeal. 
What say you, my darling ?" 

Clare seemed not to know that her mother 
had spoken to her. 

" He writes in excellent spirits," she kept 
repeating to herself, ^^ and fills half a sheet 
with the charms and perfections of Miss 6eor- 
giana Marsden P' 

Clare! Clare! you who listened to 
the confession of Frederica Shirley, and so 
sweetly played the Mentor — do you not need a 
confessor now — aye, and a Mentor, too ? 

" What shall I say to Gertrude, darling ?" 
repeated Mrs. Wilmington. 

^^ That I thank her very much, dear mama ; 
but-" 
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" You would not have me refuse, Clare ?" 

^^ Indeed, I would, mama. I shall be much 
happier at home." 

*'But think of Gertrude's disappointment! 
Surely, my Clare is not growing selfish ?" 

Clare's transparent cheek reddened with the 
blush of shame, and her eyes filled with 
tears. 

" Do not judge me harshly, my own mother !" 
she exclaimed, throwing her arm round Mrs. 
Wilmington's neck, and kissing her, " I am 
foolishly nervous just now. The change, I 
doubt not, will do me good. Please, tell dear 
Gertie I will be with her the day after to- 
morrow. I must now run up stairs, and see 
after my birds !" 

Mrs. Wilmington was rather astonished at 
Clare's unusual emotion, but thought it better 
not to make any remark upon it. 

So Clare, uninterrupted, made her way to 
her own room. She entered, and closing the 
door, sat down by the side of the bed. 
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The fairda she had spoken of — two bright, 
golden canaries— chirped and twittered to their 
young njistroBs ; but, although they were KoePs 
gift, she heeded them noL 

*^ This weakness nuut be oreroome !" she 
said to herself^ '^ I must learn to think of kim 
only as my eousm — ^to greet his wife as a 
lister — for doubtless he wiU marry ! — Half a 
sheet filled with the charms and perfections of 
Georgiana Marsden !' " 

Again these words obtruded themselyes upon 
her mind, making the heart sick within her ; 
yes I they thrust themselyes before her, even 
at the very moment when the yoice of wo- 
manly self-respect would fain haye made itself 
heard. 

The little birds still chirped and twittered 
unheeded. 

" Frederica Shirley — the wealthy — the beau- 
tiful— - without a mother who can guide her 
steps aright — came and bowed her proud spirit 
before fM I — Freiderica — dear, noble Frederica ! 
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may /not learn a lesson from you ? — I, whom God 
has blessed with parents whom I can revere — 
with kind and loving friends innumerable ?— 
Oh ! may Heaven strengthen and direct 
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CHAPTER XIIL 



Master Walter • We go indeed to town. 

Tjie Hunchback. 

Vieentita. — ^Methinkssome speculation in that eye 
At last doth pay me for mj watchfulness ! 
Mark*d jou that glance ? 

MiSEB OF MlDBIB. 



When Clare descended to the draving-room, 
her heart felt lighter than it had done for some 
time past ; and though she still would gladly 
have escaped the visit to London, and the 
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constant mention she was sure to hear of Noel's 
name from Gertrnde, she had determined to givo 
way no more to hopes which could never be 
tealised. 

Mrs. Wilmington was writing when Clare 
entered, so she took up a book, and was about 
to try and distract her thoughts by reading. 

Chance had led her to lay her hand upon 
^^ Tennyson's Poems/' which happened to lie 
nearest to her. 

" This, of all other books," she said to her- 
self, when she had opened it, ^^ will do the 
least to aid my purpose. Suppose I go to my 
desk, and answer Albert's last letter ?" 

But just then Mrs« Qraham and Lucy were 
announced. 

In the course of a few minutes, Mrs. Wil- 
mington mentioned Gertrude's invitation to 
Clare. 

" And have you accepted it, Clare ?" asked 
Lucy. 

^^ Mama has just been doing so for me." 

VOL. II. K 
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"Whendoyoago?" 

<< The day after to-mccrow.'' 

'^ How rery delightfiily dear Clare ! we ean 
traTel together." 

^^ Are you going to town, Lucy ?^ 

^' Yon may well be astoniahed, dare," said 
Mrs. Graham, ^^ after what yon haye often heard 
me say against the gaieties of a London life 
for conntry-parsons' daughters ; but Papa has 
to answer for the inconsistency." 

^^How has it come about?" asked Mrs. 
Wilmington. 

"Even thns," returned Lucy, her eyes 
sparkling with delightful anticipation of un- 
tried pleasures, " Papa has been up to Town 
on business, where he was detained two days, 
and only returned this morning. On Tuesday 
he called on Mrs Lorton Deyereux, who in- 
sisted on his dining with her, to meet Lady 
Jane and Mr. Churchill, the Duchess of 
Northaven and Lady Susan Ferrars — " - 

'* You seem to forget Lord Ashley Ferrars 



THBT ARE ONT-Y COUSINS ! 267 

and Lord Leyboume, Lucy," interposed Mrs, 
Graham. 

" Oh ! yes and Lord Leyboume ;• ' contin- 
ued Lucy, hurrying over the Viscount's name, 
as if it were that of an indifferent, or disa- 
greeable person, *^Papa was obliged to go; 
he never could refuse Blanche anything — " 

** So it would appear, my love," again in- 
terrupted Mrs. Graham, "for before your 
Papa got back to his hotel on Tuesday night, 
the bewitching little widow had made him 
promise that you should pass a month with 
her in Town. Lena and her husband will 
think insanity has broken out in the family, 
when I write and tell them, that we have 
allowed our little Lucy — " 

"Now, mama dear," cried Lucy, merrily, 
"pray do not try to damp my pleasure by 
speaking as if you thought I was not to be 
trusted out of your sight ! As for Lena and 
Donald, I am sure they will find me much 
improved altogether by my London polish, 
K 3 



\ 
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when Papa, and you, and I, yisit ihrai at 
Olenmoss in September ?" 

Mrs. Orabam could not prevent a little 
sigby tbough abe forebore to say anything 
more wbieb could check the bright, hopeful 
spirit of her darling. 

On finding that Mr. Graham was to take 
Lucy to Mrs. Lorton Devereux^s, Mrs. Wil- 
mington asked if Clare might trayel with them 
as far as the Terminus, where Lady Yemon- 
dale's carriage would meet her ? 

Lucy was charmed with the idea, and mat- 
ters being satisfactorily arranged, the Grabamis 
soon took their leave. 

About half-an-hour after, the Marquis of 
Avonmere arrived unexpectedly at the War- 
ren; unexpectedly, inasmuch as he had not 
written to say he was coming, but that he 
seldom did, as he knew he was always wel- 
come. 

In the evening, as the quartette (for Albert 
and Talbot were both away) were sitting at 
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t#a, Lord Ayonmere said that he had poipbaely 
oome to oany off Mr. and Mrs. WUmington 
and dare, on the morrow, to spend the day 
at Crossleigh Priory ; and that he ooold listen 
to no refusal. 

^^But you see," began Mrs. Wilmington, 
<< Clare is so soon going to Town, that — ^" 

^^ The greater reason that she should yisit 
my dismal Priory to-morrow !" exclaimed the 
Marquis, with unwonted animation, ^^ after a 
brilliant week with Tjady and Miss Yemondale 
my poor abode would be unbearable." 

Mr. Wilmington, although a by-no-means 
match-^making Papa, beheld with satiafiEtction 
the glance fixed upon his daughter, which ac- 
companied these words. 

He both admired and esteemed the speaker, 
and for some weeks past had cherished the 
idea of seeing Glare the wife of Lord Ayon- 
mere; but not even to his wife had he 
breathed a word on the subject. 
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Mr. Wilmington did not appear, in general, 
to heed much that was going on aronnd him 
in his family ; but he had not been unobser- 
yant of the change which had been gradually 
stealing over Clare, and rightly guessed that 
Koel Yemon was the cause of it. If once 
his daughter were engaged to the Marquis, 
(whom, of all other men, he would have chosen 
as his son-in-law,) ' farewell' to all dread of 
anything like a Cousinly entanglement t 

Lord Aronmere, therefore, met with ready 
acquiescence in his proposal from Mr. Wilming- 
ton; and, as gentle Mrs. Wilmington never 
long maintained an opinion contrary to that 
of her husband, it was soon settled that the' 
carriage should be ordered for an early hour 
on the following morning, to convey the little 
party to Crossleigh Priory. 

The morrow proved bright and beautiful, and 
all seemed to enjoy the drive. The air was 
fresh and balmy, and laden with the perfume 
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of violets and primroses, which peeped forth 
with their sweet eyes, from the hedge- rows, 
ia countless numbers. Skylarks were soaring 
and singing aloft ; and all bespoke that Spring 
was ^' ycomynge in." 

There was no lack of conversation ; and 
Clare, strong in her resolution not to give way 
to thoughts of the past, found herself listening 
and replying with an interest, with which 
LordAvonmere's words never &iled to inspire 
her. 

We will not linger unnecessarily on this 
part of our tale, but, passing over the first 
hour or two after the arrival at Crossleigh 
Ihiory, follow the Marquis and his guests 
to the little Lord Egremont's mursery. 

Mr. Wilmington had already seen the un- 
fortunate child, but his wife and daughter had 
not 

Directly the door was opened, the Italian, 
Beppa, without taking any notice of the 
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ftnogm, hnnied towards Lend ATimmere, 
mad with triumpluait deli^t^ pointod to heat 
charge^ who was seated on the floor, giaTsIy 
regarding some gay polyanthnaes and daffodils 
which lay on his little lap. 

^^See! eeceUemaP^ oried Beppa, rapidly, 
in her natiTe tongue, ^^ he notieeB ! he notiees ! 
I gathered the flowers for him before break- 
tMtj and he has scarcely taken his eyes from 
them since I Blessings on the sweet flowers ! 
my child — my dove loves them !" 

The dark, homely &ee of the Italian nurse 
beamed with all a mother's ecstatic affection 
as she spoke, and seidng Avonmere's hand 
she pressed her lips upon it again and agafll, 
in the excess of her delight. 

Mrs. Wilmington and Clare felt their eyes 
filling with t^ars as they looked at the young 
father's radiant face, and saw him throw him- 
self on bis knees beside the child, gazing on 
him with an expression never to be for- 
gotten. 
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^^ Thank God!" he munaured ftolemftlrjr* 
ia a voice of such deep thankfiiliuefis, that his 
guests breathed a silent ^^ Amen I^' 

^ Vincenzo I my boy I my darling !" he 
cried, clasping the little one in his arms. 

But the child returned bis father's earnest 
look with a yacant stare. 

^^ He notices ! he notices !" exclaimed Bep- 
pa, engerly gathering up some of the crimson 
and yellow blossoms, which had fallen £rom 
Vincenzo's lap, and holding them before him, 
^^ see ! see ! how he looks at them !'' 

Alas ! good Beppa ! your idol no longer 
heeds the gay flowers. His large eyes are 
ftxed on nothing I 

The bright gladness of the father's face 
changes to an expression of anguished disap- 
pointment. 

Mvi. WilmingtoQ^'s heart ached, and she 

coulAhave wept bitterly ifft the young wid* 

owers sorrow, ifhich was^depicted in every 

line of his speaking countenance ; but, restrain- 

N 5 
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ing her feelings, she advanced towards 
atke Marquis and his child, and tenderly 
kissed the poor little fellow's fair, ronnd 
shoulder. 

*^ Is he not beautiful ? is be not an angel, 
difffwra ?" cried Beppa, in broken English. 

"Very beautiful!" replied Mrs. Wilming- 
ton, with a sadness in her tone she could not 
disguise. 

Lord Avonmere now looked at Clare half- 
r^proachfally ; for she had neither spoken to 
the child, nor approached him. 

Clare stood spell-bound by the touching 
scene before her. Her gentlest sympathies 
were aroused. The very intensity of her feeP 
ings had kept her from flying to embrace the 
little, hapless one. 

The spirit of Ginevra — the early- called — 
seemed to her " mind's-eye," to be hovering 
around the infant'^nd his father ; and sMi felt 
as though it wouM be next ^to profanation to 
utter even a word; but Avoniliere's look 
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directed towards herself, recalled her to the 
reality of what was before her; and she ad- 
yanoed at onoe, speaking some endearing words 
to VincenzOy as she kissed his soft face, and 
smoothed his bright hair. 

*^ Take him in your arms, Clare I it is 
Gineyra's child I" said Lord Ayonmere, in ac- 
cents so low that she only heard them« 

Clare did take the boy in her arms, and her 
heart warmed towards him as he nestled his 
beautiful head on her bosom. 

^* Santa Vergine /" exclaimed Beppa, raising 
her hands, and fixing her eyes on Clare and 
Yincenzo, ^^ e ammirabile ! Eccellenza ! is ft not 
Wonderful ?" 

The Marquis knew full well to what the 
Italian alluded. Never had Clare Wilmington 
looked so like his lost Ginevra, as at that mo- 
ment I He could almost haye knelt to her, as 
theilp she stood with Ginena's child clasped in 
her arms, those loyely eyeyoast down with in- 
efGEible swtetness upon the b&y-brow. 



I 
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Anmmen omU hare gpoed fior 9fwei. 

'* A &ir youg ifUMM0 and hm nninKng,^^ 
tliOQgbt Mr. and Mrs. IViliiungtoii ; whidi 
•ime idea, they tmpposed, had canaed Beppa's 
ezdamation ; for they knew not of the like- 
neat which had at onoe so pawerfnUy interested 
the Mafqnifi in their dan^ter. 

" Come to me, teioro mio F oned Beppa, 
holding oat her arms to her loTod chafge ; not 
well-pleaaed to see him in any one's arms but 
her own and his eeeelleMsa^s. But the boy did 
not seem inclined to leave Clar^, who again ad- 
dressed some endearing words to him. 

Was there magic in that soft voice ? surely 
there was ; for Vincenzo raised his head, aiii 
the large eyes fixed themselves steadily upon 
Clare's ! 

Avonmere drew nearer to them. Again hope 
blossomed in his heart The child's dormant 
senses were awakifting I Yes, there was iime- 
thing like intelligfnoe in that steady glance ! 

m 

So thought the anxious father. « 




• 
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^' Come, my bird ! my bosom's darling V^ 
again exclaimed Beppa, regarding, with quick 
jealousy, Vincenzo's contentment away from 
herself. 

With many a gentle kiss, Clare restored the 
infant to his nurse, and as she did so, beheld 
Lord Avonmere smile upon her, as she had 
never seen man smile before. 



It was six o'clock. 

Mrs. Wilmington and Clare had gone up- 
stairs to prepare for their return home ; and 
Hr. Wilmington had stepped out on to the 
lawn, to speak to one of the gardener's, who 
was an old acquaintance of his. 

Clare was ready before her mother, and was 
about to descend to the drawing-room, when 
Lord Avonmere's voice, in tbe corridor, calling 
to her, arrested her steps. 



\ 
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<< Miss Wilmington I will you not come with 
me to say * good-bye' to my boy ?" 

Clare immediately joined the Marquis^ and 
they again sought the nursery. 

When they entered^ Beppa was just fasten- 
ing the child's night-gown^ as he sat upon her 
lap beside the fire, the little naked feet looking 
like alabaster in the ruddy light. 

" Grod bless you, sweet darling !" mur- 
mured Clare, kissing the poor innocent, fer- 
vently. 

Yincenzo slowly raised his large eyelids, 
on hearing her yoice, and gazed up into her 
face. 

" Surely he smiles upon you, Clare ?' said 
Lord Avonmere, in accents thrilling with hope 
and gladness, ^^ see, how he looks at you !" 

The tears rose to Clare's eyes — she did not 
see the smile, but she could not tell the devoted 
father so. 



k 
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The carriage was now heard driving np to 
the door, and with a kindly ^^ iuona notte^^ to 
Beppa, Clare, with the Marquis, left the 
room. 

The Italian scarcely returned the ^^good- 
night." 

" My child I my babe I my darling !" she 
cried, wildly clasping Yincenzo to her breast, 
as her dark eyes flashed strangely, ^' would'st 
smile upoa the stranger ? would'st thou nestle 
in her bosom ? No I no I no ! thou shalt only 
have smiles and kisses for old Beppa and thy 
father, my angel !None shall come betwixt 
thee and me, Yincenzo ! The stranger shall 
not come and steal thy love from me — she 
shall not drive Ginevra from thy father's 
heart ! She like thy mother, dearest ? 'No I 
no I no I there was but one Ginevra ! Aitne ! 
aime I il MaV Occhio terriUle I Ginevra pove- 
rina ! poverina mia P^ 

Beppa crossed herself, as she swayed back- 
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wards and forwards, pressing the child closer 
and closer to her breast 



Ayonmere drew Clare's hand through his 
arm, as they walked along the corridor leading 
from the nursery* 

<* How can I describe to you, Clare — hating 
already transgressed before to-day, without 
being reprimanded, I cannot now coldly call 
you Miss Wilmington — ^how can I describe to 
you the happiness of this day? how thank 
you for all your sweet and soothing kindness ? 
Ginevra has seemed to be beside me again I 
her child smiled upon you — the frst smile that 
ever lighted that little face ! Your soft voice 
caused the chord of intelligence tO;^brate, 
By t/our means I am led to look tor the jessed 
hour when Ginevra's boy shall be as dther 
children are ! Clare ! it is useless trying' t o 
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express all that my loiig*crashed heart bids me 
speak. Heaven bless and guard you, Clare ! 
You will oome hither again, will you 
notr 

It would not haye been in woman's gentle 
nature to listen to these words unmoved, ut- 
tered, as they were, in tones instinct with feel- 
ing ; nor did Clare prove an exception. She 
replied brieflyi but with warm and unfeigned 
interest ; and when she bade Lord Avonmere 
^^ adieu," she spoke of the pleasure it would 
give her to see him on her return from 
London. 

Mr. and Mrs. Wilmington were both in the 
drawing-room, when their daughter and the 
Marquis came down stairs. 

<^ Made for each other !'' said Mr. Wilming- 
ton to himself, as they entered, still deep in 
conversation. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 



Our lisi of nobles next lei Amri grace. 

Absalom and AehUopd* 

Ma fortune ▼& j^ndre una face nouyelle. 

Andramaque* 

ChaoB of thought and paanon all confoaed. 

Fopc 



It is autumiL 

Lady Yemondale and Gertrude are at the 
WarreiL 

Breakfast is oyer, and the letter-hag has 
just heen hronght in. 

Mr. Wilmington, as usual, himself distri- 
butes the contents. 
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" One from each of the boys for you, Mary 
—one for Gertie — two for Clare — four for my- 
self — and none for you, Eleanor. Stay — I am 
wrong — this little, lady-like, highly-scented 
billet is for my Lady Vemondale.^^ 

" From Anne Glenmore,*^ said the Baroness, 
breaking the seal, and hastily glancing her eye 
over the note, " settled at last I Harry Vernon 
and Lady Anne ^ are to be married this day 
month, and the present goodly company are 
all invited to the wedding ! From whom is 
your letter, Gertie dear ?^' 

" Noel, mama." 

" And your's, Clare 1" asked Mrs. Wil- 
mington. 

" Frederica Shirley and Lucy Graham." 

Clare always liked to enjoy the perusal of 
her letters by herself, and now sought her own 
room for that purpose. 

She stood for some minutes, however, after 
closing the door, without attempting to possess 
herself of the substance of either of the epistles 
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ibe held in her hand, or even breaking their 
seals. 

With a troubled and thoughtfol eye aha 
looked out upon the lawn, and then at the 
hair-bracelet on her wrist 

Gertrude's letter was from NoeL He had 
not written to her, his mother, or Glare, for 
some time ; and when last Lady Yemcmdale 
heard he was suffering from a sprained ankle, 
and was staying with the Marsdens to be 
nursed. 

Poor Clare felt sadly ill-at-ease, and longed, 
with a sickly yearning, to know what was in 
his communication to his sister. She had 
made a resolution to think of I^oel Vernon 
only as a cousin ; but how difficult it was to 
act up to it, every succeeding day proved. To 
Noel she had given, before she was aware of it,^ 
the precious blossoms of her first-affections, 
and strive as she might, she could never re- 
possess herself of them entirely. 

Tears gathered in her qyes, as there she 
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stood, looking upon the glossy braid of NoePs 
hair. 

Then, with a sudden effort of self-oommand, 
she hastily dashed those tears away, and pro- 
ceeded to read her letters. 

Lucy Graham wrote with enthusiastic de- 
light of the happiness of Lena and Donald, and 
of the picturesque beauty of Glenmoss. The 
Scottish air was doing her mother so much 
good ; and her hther, whose naturally nervous 
temperament had been sadly tried by his 
annoyance at the elopement of his pupil with 
the Lady Amy Fitz- Walter, seemed quite him- 
self once more, &c., &c., &c. 

la a postscript Lucy mentioned that Lord 
Leybourne was expected, during the following 
week, to stay at Castle Murray, which was only 
half a mile from Glenmoss I 

" Dear Lucy I" said Clare to herself, " I 
trust that you are not cherishing hopes only to 
find them blighted ! God forbid ! that your 
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happy spirit should be doomed to suffer 
vhat " 

She would not permit herself to carry out 
the thought that was in her heart. 

Frederica Shirley wrote from Dresden : a few 
extracts from her letter may not be uninteresting. 

" We arrived at this beautiful city three days 
ago, and shall not leave it for the next month I 
believe ; for mama declares she never was so 
enchanted with any place before, in her life. 
To you, dearest Clare, 1 cannot help saying 
that if we were at Calais or Boulogne, instead 
of Dresden, I doubt not mama would be equally 
charmed, under existing circumstances. The 
truth is, iJord Mverland is in the same hotel 
with us ! How we met, I must now tell you. 
The train was just about to start, when we 
were leaving Leipsic, so we got into the first 
carriage which presented itself, and no sooner 
were we seated, than off we went. There was 
only one person in the carriage, a gentleman, 
who very politely assisted mama and me as we 
were getting in. We did not either of us 
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observe who it was at first ; but papa soon 
ezilightened me, by exclaiming — * Lord Elver- 
land ! I am delighted to see you in this land 
of strangers !' You may be sure, dear Clare, 
/ did not echo this ! I wished myself a 
thousand miles away. Papa's greeting was so 
cordial, and his hand-shaking so vehement, 
that he did not allow the Earl the option of 
receiving him coldly or otherwise. Mama, too, 
in spite of all that had passed since the ball at 
Calverley Castle, was equally demonstrative on 
the occasion, and expressed her satisfaction at 
the meeting in terms which added not a little 
to my embarrassment and annoyance. Lord ' 
Elverland did not attempt to shake hands with 
me^ but he made some common-place enquiry 
as to my health, or something of the sort, in 
so kind, yet sad, a tone, that I, for the first 
time, Raised my eyes to his face. I really felt 
shocked, when I saw how ill and altered he 
looked; and so thin I We travelled together 
hither; and, ngtwithstanding the ill-feeling 
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with which I last parted with the Earl, I must 
own that he never before made himself so un- 
affectedly agreeable, as during the journey from 
Leipsic to Dresden." 

The next extract we shall make was written 
the day after the above : — 

^- Papa and I were at the Opera last night. 
Mama was tired from the effects of Uanizingj 
and did not accompany us. Soon after the 
performance commenced, Lord Elverland joined 
us unexpectedly ; for he told us in the morning 
he was going to dine with the Prince Bodens- 
tein. About the middle of the opera, papa 
discovered that he had not his snuff-box, and 
nothing, would content him but he must rush 
back to the hotel for it, leaving me to the 
tender mercies of his lordship ; who, as soon 
as we were left Ute-d-Ute^ began to deplore, in 
no measured terms, what he called his ' inso- 
lent folly and blind impetuosity.' I spare you 
all he said, dear Clare ; but, when he told me 
how deeply he had suffered, and when I looked 
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r 9 9 

at his pale, earnest face, I forgave hid* 'ftttttei- 
oonduct, and felt a greater degree "of ft^^iiiStf 
regard for him, than I had ever done lii foM^ 
dvfs. I believe I am not an unfeeling woWan, 
though I am still a proud one^(biit not^^^^eei 
Clare, as I used to be beforisi I found in' you a 
sister I) and, therefore, when I (liseotetM tWj 
his love for me had wroilght thii great cbaidge 
in Lord Elverland's mantter ' 41z)!d appearaiio^,' I 
pitied him with all niy teiaift^^'and irtgretted 
that I could not return his dflteWiM f ^^ = ' 

"Pity is akin ^ to* lo^^ d^lK Freddi^: ^^ said 
Clare to herself: ^f'^^i'^-'^s lii^bl-:?-^ ; ynom 

This was tlie 'flr&t fetter which^'Clard^M^ 
received from 'FVederii^', ^^^'hicli did^ndt' ciodM 
some direct' illusiditt to- I^oei Veirtidny^W it 
remarked. -'•- ! V'-'- '■ ^^•--■^■•^ i^^^^ 

"Shet4sf'bt^6(}iiiiig /^ niispl^Kded litUch- 

ment*^hall i/15^ beMnS her ?' ^ No, rid, deartsf 

Freiddie^ J y on ha¥e bIoW det? fjil&' an eiampld, ■ oM 

I will follow it Bat, then, 1 have no D>ni 

VOL, n. 
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Elverland to interest me with his tender con- 
fessions. Heigho ! I am weak — weak — unsta- 
ble as water !'' 

^^ Clare !" exclaimed Gertrude, darting idio 
the room, with her brother's letter in her hand, 
her face bright with happy excitement, ^^ what 
do you think ?" 

" Noel's regiment is ordered home ?" cried 
Clare, almost breathlessly. 

** Wrong ! wrong I Guess again ?" 

" Sudden promotion 1" 

" Eight !" returned Gertrude, laughing 
merrily ; ^^ sudden promotion in the ranks of 
Cupid ! Noel is most probably married to 
Georgiana Marsden by this time.'' 

Clare pressed both her hands upon her heart, 
and turned ashy pale. 

'^ For heaven's sake ! Clare darling, what is 
the matter ? Oh I you are very ill — lie down 
on the bed — let me call mama and aunt 
Mary." 
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Clare Wilmington grasped Gertrude's arm, 
and, still holding her, as she herself tottered to 
the door, shut and bolted it. 
Gertie was dreadfully alarmed. 

" Clare, dearest, what is it ? You frighten 
m6>^indeed you do. Let me call aunt Mary !" 

Poor, stricken Clare did not let go her hold, 
evenlltfter her terrified cousin had supported 
her to the bed. For a few moments she lay 
gasping conyulsively. Then she seemed a little 
better, and turned vdth a wan smile to Ger- 
trude, who burst into tears. 

" Do not cry, darling. It was very foolish 
to— >to give way in this manner. The spasm 
was very sudden — don't cry, Gertie, I shall be 
quite well in a few minutes. Just open the 
window, and give me a little water, please." 

" But had I not better call Stunt Mary ?" 

" Gertrude, let me beg of you, if you would 
not make me utterly miserable, not to mention 
what has just taken place. Will you promise 
me, Gertie ?" 
2 
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" Should I be doing my duty, Clare, if — ^^ 

"For God's sake, Gertrude," interrupted 
Clare, almost wildly, " promise what I ask !'' 

" I will," returned Gertrude, frightened into 
acquiescence by the agonized emotion of her 
cousin. *, 

"Thank you, darling I — kiss me I Now 
give me some water, and leave me to myidf a 
little while. If any one should ask foir me, 
say that I do not feel quite well, and am lying 
down ; but not a word more ; remember your 
promise." 

Gertrude Vernon was puzzled beyond mea- 
sure. That there was something more in Clare's 
sudden illness than she would haye it to appear, 
Gertie felt certain. 

Slowly she went down stairs. 

" Could the news of Noel's marriage have 
anything to do with it? Albert and Talbot 
used sometimes to joke about him and Clare. 
But that is absurd I Noel and Clare are 
cotmm 1 No, I cannot make it out. Poor 
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Clare ! I wish I had not given her that pro- 
mise, for I am sure she is very ill." 



^Jtfean while, Lady Vemondale and Mrs. Wil- 
mington sat together in the breakfast-room; 
Gei^ude having communicated to them the 
news contained in Noel's letter, before she flew 
up stairs to tell it to Clare. 

The Baroness was in no slight degree startled 
by the intelligence ; for, dpspite what had taken 
place between her son and herself, on the ter- 
race at Eookery, some months back, she 

could not but imagine, and in her heart hoped, 
that Clare Wilmington would yet be NoePs 
wife. She knew her brother-in-law's deter- 
mined objection to an alliance between coimnSy 
but she did not enter into it. She loved Clare 
second only to her own children, and would 
have joyfully received her as her daughter. 
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" You do not seem quite pleased at the 
thought of NoePs marriage, Eleanor ?" 

" Not exactly, Mary. I cannot yet bring 
myself to like the idea of my dear boy's wife 
being an entire stranger to me." 

*^ But Colonel Marsden is a very old ficind 
of your husband's, and — ^" • 

^^ True, Mary, and a very delightM person, 
I believe ; but Noel is not going to marry the 
Colonel, you know. Now, this Georgiana, for 
aught I can tell, may be the very opposite to 
her father." 

" You cannot think, dear Nell, that Noel 
would have the bad taste, the want of sense 
to—" 

" Noel is very young, Mary — very impres- 
sionable. Georgie Marsden, it appears, is beau- 
tiful and fascinating. My poor boy has of late 
had but little female society. The Marsdens 
have been most kind to him, and Georgiana, his 
constant companion for several weeks, whilst he 
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has been laid up with this sprained ankle. Con** 
sequently Noel's gratitude^ and his admiration 
for beauty, may have led him to declare an 
attachment, which may prove anything but for 
his happiness. From many little things he has 
saidt, in his letters, I strongly suspect Georgiana 
Marsden has more than a aoupgon of coquetry 
in her composition." 

^^ My dear Eleanor," said Mrs. Wilmington, 
" you are not like your own hopeful self this 
morning. You arc generally apt to see matters 
rather too much en couleur ds rose. Why not 
try to imagine Miss , Marsden everything 
charming ?" 

"Merely, because I cannot, Mary. Geor^ 
giana is evidently not the least like your darling 
Clare, my own little Gertie, or Lena and Lucy 
Graham, either of whom — " 

" Noel might certainly have found an excel- 
lent wife in Lucy," interrupted Mrs. Wilming- 
ton ; " but Lena was engaged long before he 
went to India, and — " 
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^'Of course he could not marry his own 
sister/' laughed Lady Yemondale ; ^' but 
COare— " 

^* Is his cousin /" exclaimed Mrs. Wil- 
mington« 

^^ No doubt of it, Mary ; but, with aU my 
heart, I wish she were to be my daughter-in- 
law instead of this Georgie Marsden I'' 

" Pray, Eleanor, do not say so to GFeorge." 

" There would be no use in doing so now ; 
for who can say but that Georgiana Marsden 
may be Georgiana Vernon by this time ? Mary 
dear, George Wilmington is undoubtedly a very 
sensible man in all respects save one. His 
crotchet with respect to cousins is, in my hum- 
ble opinion, a most unpardonably strong weak- 
ness P' 

Mary looked horrified at the idea of any one, 
even her dearly-beloved sister, venturing to 
question her George's infalibility. 

Mr. Wilmington here opened the door, and 



THET ABS ONLY COUSINS I 297 

I 

begged his wife to accompany him to the Ubiiiry 
for a short time. 

When Lady Vemondale was left by herself, 
she began to wonder what Clare would say to 
the announcement of Noel's intended marriage 
with Georgiana Marsden ? 

^^Dear girl! I fear her affection for him 
has overstepped the limits of a cousin's love. 
She is more silent, and less cheerful than for- 
merly — Ought I to have allowed him to give 
her that bracelet ?" 

But little time was permitted the Baroness 
for cogitation. 

** Mama dear !" said Gertrude, entering the 
room. 

She hesitated, threw herself into a chair 
by her mother, who was instantly struck by 
the thoughtful, perplexed expression of her 
face. 

" What is wrong, Gertie ?" 

Gertrude knew not how to reply, without 
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partially breaking the promise which CSlaie 
had extorted from ber. 

" Have you been reading NoePs letter to 
your cousin ?" 

^^ Kot exactly, mama ; but I haye told her 
what is in it; and, with all my heart, 
I wish I had left it for some one else to 
do!" 

Gertrude looked still more distressed; and 
Lady Yemondale observed her uneasiness with 
misgiving. 

<< Mama ! I cannot tell how I ought to 
act ; and I may not ask you to give me your 
advice." 

" May not, my love ? how do you mean ?' 

^^ I have made almost a solemn promise — " 
began Gertrude, the tears rising to her eyes, 
and her voice failing her, " mother I" she con- 
tinued with an eflfort, "poor Clare is very 
unwell — I must tell you so much." 

"Then why did you leave her, Gertie?' 
cried the Baroness, rising hastily. 
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" She would not let me stay with her ; and 
she also begged that I would not let any one 
go to her." 

**Do you think her illness is caused by 
what you told her ?" 

Gertrude bowed her head assentingly. 

" Then, poor darling !'* resumed Lady Ver- 
nondale, " she is better left to herself for a 
time, God help her !" 

The Baroness felt that she knew all, as 
clearly as though she had been present, when 
Gertie announced the news about Noel. 
Every moment did her pity and love for Clare 
now seem to increase ; as did, also, her dis- 
taste towards Georgiana Marsden. 

" Mama !" said Gertrude, hesitatingly, " do 
you suppose — can it be possible that — that — 
poor Clare — that she loved Noel more— more 
than h^ thought ?" 

" I cannot doubt it, my love. I have often 
feared it — ^but now it amounts to a certainty. 
Be silent on this painful subject, Gertie, ont 
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only to our darliog Clare herself but also to 
your uncle and aunt." 

'' Oh I mother I how I grieye for dare ! 
How could Noel ever have £Edlen in loye 
with this Georgie Marsden, after knowing 
our sweety loyely Clare ? I am sure I shall 
almost hate Georgiana, now I although^ at 
first, I was so delighted with the idea of 
haying a sister. Had it but been Clare I" 

Lady Yemondale sighed regretfully. 



END OF yoL. II. 
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